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SHORT ACCOUNT 
„„ 
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Sie S A MU E L GARTH, M. p. 


x 1 R Samuel Garth, an excellent engliſh poet and 
O phyſician, was deſcended of a good family in York- 
hire. After he had paſſed through his ſchool-educa- 
ion, he was removed to Peter-Houſe in Cambridge, 
here he was created doctor of phyſic, July the 9. 
691, © His Grſt examination before the college of 
phyſicians was on the 12th of March, 2691-2; and he 
2s admitted fellow, June 26. r693. On the 19th 
f September 1697, he made a Latin oration before 
college, to the great ſatisfaction of the auditors, 
and his own honour, as it is expreſſed in the regiſter 
that college. In x6y6, he zealouſly promoted and 
Meouraged the erecting the Diſpenſary, being an apart- 
dent in the college for the relief of the ſick poor, by 
ving them advice gratis, and diſpenſing medicines 
them at low rates. This work of charity having 
poſed him and many other phyſicians to the envy 
d reſentment of ſeveral perſons of the ſame faculty 
well as apothecaries, he ridiculed them with a pe- 


* THE LIFEA OF 
culiar ſpirit and vivacity in a poem called the Diſpen- 
ſary * in ſix cantos, which, though it firſt ſtole into | 
the world; incorrect in the year 1699, yet bore, in a few 
months, three impreſſions, and was afterwards printed ſe- 
veral times with a dedication to Anthony Henley, Eſq; 
and commendatory verſes by Mr Charles Boyle, after- 
wards Earl of Orrery, Colonel Chriſtopber Codring- 
ton, Thomas Cheek, Eſq; and Colonel Henry Blount. | 
This poem raiſed our author a prodigious reputation; 
which, together with his great learning and (kill in 
his, profeſſion, his politeneſs, agreeable - gonverſation, | 
and good humour, procured him a vaſt praQtiſe, and | 
gained him the friendſhip and eſteem of moſt of | 
the nobility and gentry of both ſexes,” He was 


one of the moſt eminent members of” a” famous (6. 


ciety, called the Kit - eat club, which conſiſted of above 
thirty noblemen and gentlemen, diſtinguiſhed by their 
excellent parts, and affection to the proteſtant ſucceſſion 
in the houſe of Hanover. October the zd, 102, he 
was elected one of the cenſors of the college of phyſici- 
ans. He was in particular favour and eſteem with the 
Duke of Marlborough, whoſe diſgraee and voluntary 
exile abroad he lamented in a fine copy of verſes. In 4 
1511, he wrote a dedication for an; intended edition of 


Major Richardſan Pack, in his Miſcellanies, p. 
102. 2d edit. in 8vo, obſerves, that this poem, bath 
« loſt and gained in every edition. Almoſt every 
thing that Sir Samuel left out was a robbery from 
the public; every thing he added hath been an em- 
© belliſhment.to bis poem.“ Theſe emiſſions ate ſup- 
plied in this edition. .,.... e any ] 


revenues in Ireland. 


THERE LIPE o A „ 
Lueretlus to his late majeſty, then elector of Brunſwick, 


upon whoſe acceſſion to the throne he had the honour 
of knighthood conferred upon him by his Majeſty with 


the Duke of Marlborough's ſword. He was likewiſe . 
made phyſician in ordinary to his Majeſty, and phyſi- 
elan general to the army. As his own merit procured 


him a great Intereſt with thoſe in power, ſo his Huma- 


nity and good nature inclined him to make uſe of that 
intereſt, rather for the ſupport and encouragement of 


other men of letters, than for the advancement of his 


own fortune. He wrote ſome other pieces beſides thoſe 
ubove mentioned, He died January the 18th, 1719-19, 


and was interred on the aad of the ſame month in the 
church of Harrow on the Hill, in a vault there built by 


him for the interment of his family. Mr Pope, in one 
of his letters, ſtiles him * the beſt natured of men;' and 
tells us, that © his death was very heroical, and yet un- 
affected enough to have made a faint or a philoſopher 


famous. But ill tongues and worſe hearts have brand; 


ed even his laſt moments, as wrongfully as they did 


his life, with irreligion. You muſt have heard many 
tales on this ſubject; but if ever there was a good 


© Chriſtian without knowing himſelf to be fo, it was 
+ Dr Garth.“ Mr Granville, afterwards Lord Lanſ- 


| downe, wrote a fine copy of verſes to our author in his 


illneſs. He had an only daughter, who was married to 
Colonel Boyle, brother to Henry Boyle, Eſq; ſpeaker of 
the Houſe of Commons in Ireland, and one of his Ma- 
jeſty's lord juſtices, and commiſſioners of his Majeſty's» 
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VERSES ſent to Dr Gaar in his ill- 
neſs, by Mr, GranviLLE, afterwards 
Lord LansDown, 


K MACHAON ſick! in every face we find 
His danger is the danger of mankind ; 
Whoſe art proteQing, nature could expire | 
But by a deluge, or the general fire, | 6 
More lives he ſaves than periſh in our wars; 
And, faſter than a plague deſtroys, repairs. 
The bold carouſer, and th' advent'rous dame, 
Nor fear the fever, nor refuſe the flame; 
Safe in his ſkill, from all reſtraint ſet free, 
But conſcious ame, remorſe, or piety. 
Sire of all arts, defend thy darling ſon, 
Reſtore the man, whoſe life's ſo much our own ; 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole world's reclin'd: 
And by preſerving Garth, preſerve mankind. 
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A Key to the Vergrs to the AuTHoR.. 


in the firſt Cory of Verses to Dr GARTH upon 


the Dis YEN SAR, 


Line 2, Charles Montague, Lord Hallifax. 


15. The Lord Somers, formerly Ld. Chancelldr, 


20, Dennis, a ſowr, ſupercilions, and ill-natured 


critic and poetaſter. Dryden, a famous 


poet. 


In the ſecond Copy of VERs ts, written by the late 
Colonel Co DRING TON, Governor of the Leeward i 


_ Iſlands, 


Line 13. The Ducheſs of Grafton—-Cecil's, the late 
Counteſs of Saliſbury.— -The Lady —— 
Churchill, one of the Duke of Marlbo- 


rough's daughters. 


22. John Sheffield, Earl of Mulgrave, Marquis of 

| Normanby, and Duke of Buckingham. 
The works of this noble peer were pu- 
bliſned in the year 1723, under the inſpec- 
tion of Mr Pope. Since reprinted in two 
volumes 8yo.-------Montague, Lord Hal- 


lifax. 
27. Mirmil, Dr Gibbons. —.-The City Bard, Sir 
Richard Blackmore. 
36. Dr Hans. 
37. Dr Ratcliffe. 
39. Mirmil's, Dr Gibbons. 
42. Ihe late William Walſh, Fſq; | 
43. The Lord * Inte Earl of Dorſet, 
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: ANTHONY HENLEY, Ef 


Man of your character can no more prevent a de- 
dication than he would encourage one; for me- 
rit, like a virgin's bluſhes, is ſtill moſt diſcovered, when 
it labours moſt to be concealed, 
It is hard, that to think well of you, ſhould be but 
juſtice, and to tell you ſo, ſhould be an oſſence: Thus, 
rather than violate your modeſty, I muſt be wanting to 
your other virtues ; and to gratify one good quality, do 
wrong to a thouſand. 
The world generally meaſures our eſteem by the ar- 
dour of our pietences; and will ſcarce believe that ſo 
much zeal in the heart can be conſiſtent with ſo much 
faintneſs in the expreſſion ; but when they reflect on 
your readineſs to do good, and your induſtry to hide it; 
on ycur paſſion to oblige, and your pain to hear it 
owned; they will conclude that acknowledgments would 
be ungrateful to a perſon who even ſcems to receive 


the obligations he coufers. 
But though I {hould perſuade myſelf to be ſilent 


upon all occaſions; thoſe more polite arts, which, till 
of late, have languiſhed and decayed, would appear un- 
der their preſent advantages, and own you for one of 
their generous reſtorers; inſomuch, that ſculpture now 
breaths, painting ſpeaks, muſic raviſhes; and as you 
help to reline our taſte, you diſtinguiſh your own, 

A 4 


160 DEDICATION. 


Your approbation of this poem, is the only excep- 
tion to the opinion the world has of your judgment, 
that ought to reliſh nothing ſo much us what you write 
yourſelf; but you are reſolved to forget to be a critic, 
by remembring you are a friend, To ſay more, would 

de uneaſy to you; and to ſay leſs, would be unjuſt ln 


Jour humble ſervant. 


SOC: © 


INCE this following poem in a manner ſtole into the 
world, I could not be ſarpriſed to find it uncorrect: 
ough I can no more ſay I was a ſtranger to its com- 
g abroad, than that I approved of the publiſher's 
Fecipitation in doing it: For a hurry in the execu- 
dn, generally produces a leiſure in reflexion ; ſo when 
run the faſteſt, we ſtumble the oftneſt. However, 
e crrors of the printer have not been greater than the 
ndour of the reader: And if I could but ſay the ſame 
che defects of the author, he would need no juititica- 
n againſt the cavils of ſome furious critics, who, I 
6 ſure, would have been better * if may had 
et with more faults 
Their grand objection is, that the fury Diſeaſe is an 
proper machine to recite characters; and recommend 
e example of preſent writers: But though I had the 
1 thority of ſome Greek and Latin poets, upon paral- 
I W inſtances, to juſtify the deſign; yet, that I might not 
troduce any thing that ſeemed inconſiſtent, ' or hard, 
Þ ſtarted this objection myſelf, to a gentleman, very 
1 markable in this ſort of criticiſm, who would by no 
eans allow that the contrivance was forced, or the 
F dnduct incongruous. 
bDiſeaſe is repreſented a fury as well as an Envy: 
Ine is imagined to be forced, by an incantation, from 
Per receſs; and, to be rev enged on the exorciſt, merti- 
Mes him with an introduction of ſeveral perſons emi- 
"Ment in an accompliſhment he has made ſome ad- 
aces in, | 


rF PREFACE, 


— 


Nor is the compliment leſs to any great genius mull 
tioned there; ſince a very fiend, who naturally repinf 
at any excellency, is forced to confeſs how happily ad 
have all ſucceeded. 

Their next objection is, that I have imitated t 
. Lutrin of Monlieur Boileau. I muſt own I am prou 
of the imputation ; unleſs their quarrel be, that I ha 
not done it enough: But he that will give himſelf tf 
trouble of examining, will find 1 have copied him ; 
nothing but in two or three lines, in the complaint & 1 
Moleſſe, Canto 11. and in one in his firſt Canto; tf 
ſenſe of which line is entirely his, and I could wiſh 
were not the only good one in mine. 4 

I have ſpoke to the. moſt material objections I ba 
heard of, and ſhall tell thels. gentlemen, that for ey "1 
to ſhnew them two. One of theſe curious perſons dos 9 | 
me the honour to ſay, he approves of the concluſion c ? 
it; but I ſuppole it is upon no other reaſon, but becaul? 3 
it is the concluſion, However, I ſhould not be muel y 
concerned not to be thought excellent in an amuſement 
I have very little practiſes hicherto,- nor perhaps eve 
ſhall again. 1 
Reputation of this ſort is very hard to be got, ane 

very eaſy to be loſt; its purſuit is painful, and its pol 
ſeſſion unfruitful ; nor had I ever attempted any thin, 
in this kind, till finding the animolities among 00 
members of the college of phyſicians increaſing dai 
(notwithſtanding the frequent ex hortations of our won, 
thy preſident to the contrary,) I was perſuaded to a fe 
tempt ſomething of this nature, and to endeavour 1 
rally ſome of our diſaffefted! members into a ſenſe 0! 
their duty, who have hitherto moſt — _ 


. 


PRE FAC E. 2 3 


Il manner of union ; and have continued ſo unreaſo- 
)ably reſtactory, that it was thought fit by the college, | 3 
> reinforce the obſervance of the ſtatutes by a bond; 
-hich ſome of them would not comply with, tho” none 

f them had refuſed the ceremony of the cuſomary 
dath ; like ſome that will truſt their wives -with any 
body, but their money with none. I was ſorry to find 
here could be any conſtitution that was not to be cu- 

ted without poiſon, and that there ſhould: be a proſpect 

e effeting it by a leſs grateful method than reaſon and 
perſuaſion. 

The original of this difference has been of ſome 
tanding, though it did not break out to fury and ex- 
reſs till the time of erecting the diſpenſary, being an 
4 — in the college ſet up for the relief of the ſick - 
oor, and managed ever ſince yith an integrity and 
dliſintereſt, ſuitable to ſo charitable a deſign. 

If any perſon would be more fully informed about 
he particulars of ſo pions a work, I refer him toa trea- 
Ee, ſet forth by the authority of the preſident and cen- 
ors, in the year 1697. It is called, A ſhort account 
of the proceedings of the college of phyſicians, Lon- 
don, in relation to the ſick poor.“ The reader may 
here not only be informed of the riſe and progreſs of 
4 lis ſo public an undertaking, but alſo of the concur- 
112 Fence and encouragement it met with from the moſt, 

ks well as the moſt ancient members of the ſociety, not- 
11 ichſtanding the vigorous oppoſition of a few men, 
conf ho thought it their intereſt to defeat fo laudable a 

a Neſign. 
rue intention of this Ee a is not to perſuade man- 

ind to enter into our quarrels, but to vindicate the 
gy author from being cenſured of taking any indecent li- 


ol I 


_, perſon, it is at ſuch only as are preſumed to be ei 
gaged in diſhonourable confederacies, for mean auf 


no body offence. _ 


| ſervants that attended there to diſpenſe the medicines 2 
and is ſo far real, though the poetical relation 4 
fictitious. I hope no body will think the author too un 


liable to faults himſelf, ought 'to be leſs ſevere upon 


this trivial performance, which the town, I find, ap. 


tients is ſo trite a piece of raillery, that it ought not to 
make the leaſt impreſſion, either upon the i be 


think in my conſcience a very able phyſician, as well | 1 


gentlemen, as remarkable for their humanity as their 1 


berty with a faculty he has the honour to * a mem 
of. If the ſatire may appear directed at any particul 


mercenary ends, againſt the dignity of their own pri 
feſſion. But if there be no ſuch, then theſe character 
-are but imaginary, and, by a ought to gif 


The deſcription of the battle is grounded upon 
ſeud that happened in the diſpenſary, betwixt a men} 
ber of the college, with his retinue, and ſome of tha 


decently reflecting through the whole, who, being too 


the miſcarriages of others. There is a character in I 


plies to a particular perſon ; It is a reflection which |; 3 
ſhould be ſorry ſhould give offence; being no more 
than what may be ſaid of any phyſician, remarkable 1 
for much practice. The killing of numbers of pr 1 { 


x 
0 > 


or the perſon it is applied to; being one that ! 


as a gentleman of extraordinary learning. If lam hard® 
upon any one, it is my reader: But ſome worthy 


extraordinary parts, have taken care to make him a- $ 
mends for it, by prefixing ſomething of their own. 


. 


embe 5 
ticugß 
be en 


N an 
2 pre 


acteſſ 
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confeſs, thoſe ingenious gentlemen have done me 
cat honour; but, while they deſign an imaginary 


legyric upon me, they have made a real one upon 


nſelves; and, by ſaying how much this ſmall per- 


Wn ance exceeds ſome others, they convince the world 


far it falls ſhort of theirs. 


"The Copy of an Inſtrument, ſubſcribed by 


the Preſident, Cenſor, moſt of the Elects, 
Senior Fellows, Candidates, &c. of the 


College of Phyſicians, in relation to the | 


je Poor. 


Hereas the ſeveral orders of the College of Phy- 

| ſicians, London, for preſcribing medicines gra- 
tis to the poor ſick of the cities of London and Weſt- 

minſter, and parts adjacent, as alſo propoſals made 

dy the ſaid college to the Lord Mayor, Court of Al- 
dermen, and Common-council of London, in purſu- 

ance thereof, have hitherto been ineffectual, for that 
no method hath been taken to furniſh the poor with 

medicines for their cure at low and reaſonable rates ; 

we therefore, whoſe names are here under written, fel- 

lows and members of the ſaid college, being willing 

effectually to promote ſo great a charity, by the coun- 

ſel and good liking of the preſident and college de- 

clared in their comitia, hereby (to wit, each of us ſe- 

verally and apart, and not the one for the other of us) 

do oblige ourſelves to pay to Dr Thomas Burwell, 
fellow and elect of the ſaid college, the ſum of ten 

pounds a-piece of lawful money of England, by ſuch 
| proportions, and at ſuch times, as to the major part of 


the ſubſcribers here ſhall ſeem moſt convenient: Which 


money, when received by the faid Dr 'Thomas Bur- 
well, is to be by him expended in preparing and deli- 
vering medicines to the poor, at their intrinſic value, 
in ſuch manner, and at ſuch times, and by ſuch orders 


and directions, as, by the major part of the ſubſcribers | 


(43) | 
ereto ſhall, in writing, be hereafter appointed and di- 


ected for that purpoſe. 


In witneſs whereof, we have 


\ereunto ſet our hands and ſeals, * twenty-ſecond 


lay of December 1696. 


Tho. Millington, Preſes 
Tho. Burwell, Elect. and 
Cenſor 
Sam, Collins, Elect. 
dw. Browne, Elect. 


Nich. Torleſs, Ele, and 


Cenſor 
dw. Hulſe, Elect. 
ho. Gill, Cenſor 
alter Mills 
Dan. Coxe 
enry Sampſon 
homas Gibſon 
harles Goodall 
Edm. King 
Sam. Garth 
Barnh. Soame 
Denton Nicholas 
Joſeph Gaylard 
ohn Woollaſton 
Steph. Hunt 
Oliver Horſeman 
Rich. Morton jun. 
David Hamilton 
Hen. Morelli 
alter Harris 
illiams Briggs 
h. Colladon 


Will. Dawes, Cenſor 


Jo. Hutton 


Rob. Brady 


Hans Sloane 


Rich. Morton 
John Hawys 
Ch. Harel 
Rich. Robiſon 
John Bateman 
Martin Liſter 
Jo. Colbatch 
Bernard Connor 
W. Cockburn 
J. le Feure 

P. Sylveſtre 

Ch. Morton 
Walter Charlton 
Phineas Fowke 


Tho. Alvery 


Rob. Gray 
John Wright 
James Drake 


Sam. Morris 


John Woodward 


— — Norris 


George Colebrook 


Gideon Harvey. 


(a4) 


The deſign of printing the ſubſcribers names is to 
ſhew, that the late undertaking has the ſanction of a 
college- act; and that it is not a project carried on by 
five or ſix members, as thoſe that oppoſe it * un · 
juſtly inſinuate. 


VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 2g 


' To Dr Garry, upon the Disetwsary. 


H that ſome genius, whoſe poetic vein, 
LP Like M—---gue's, cou'd a jult piece ſuſtain, 
Wou' d ſearch the Grecian and the Latin ſtore, 
And thence preſent thee with the-pureſt ore 
In laſting numbers praiſe thy whole deſign, 
And manly beauty of each nervous line: 
Show how your pointed ſatire's ſterling wit 
Does only knaves or formal block heads hit; 
Who're gravely dull, inſipidly ſerene, 
And carry all their wiſdom in their mien: 
Whom thus expos'd, thus ſtrip'd of their diſguiſe, 
None will again admire, moſt will deſpiſe: 
Show in what noble verſe Naſſau you ſing, 
How ſuch a poet's worthy ſuch a king. 
When S----r's charming eloquence you praiſe, 
How loſtily your tuneful voice you raiſe ! 
But my poor feeble Muſe is as unfit 
To praiſe, as imitate what you have writ, 
Artiſts alone ſhou'd venture to commend 
What D==---$ can't condemn, nor D. n mend: 
What mult, writ with that fire and with that caſe, 
The beaux, the ladies, and the critics pleaſe, 


C. BOYLE. 


36 VERSES TO THE AUTHOR, 


To my Friend the Auruon, deſring my 
opinion of his Poꝑ M. 


Perhaps I know not why I like, or damn; 
I can be pleas'd; and I dare own Fam. 


I read thee over with a lgyer's eye; 2 


SK me not, friend, * I approve or blame; ? 


Thou haſt no faults, or I no faults can ſpy; 

Thou art all beauty, or all blindneſs I. 

Critics and aged beaux of fancy chaſte, 

Who ne'er had fire, or elſe whoſe fire is paſt, : 
Muſt judge by rules what they want force to taſte. 

I wou'd a poet, like a miſtreſs, try, | Z 
Not by her hair, her hand, her noſe, her eye -_ 
But by ſome nameleſs pow'r, to give me joy. 

The nymph has G-n's, C--I's, C—'s charms, 

If with reliſtleſs fires my ſoul ſhe warms ; at 
With balm upon her lips, and raptures in her arms. 
Such is thy genius, and ſuch art is thine, 

Some ſecret magic works in ev'ry line; 7 
We judge not, but we feel the pow'r divine. 
Where all is juſt, is beauteous, and is fair, 
Diſtinctions vaniſh of peculiar air: 
Loſt in our pleaſure, we enjoy in you 
Lucretius, Horace, 8S——d, M----gue. 
And yet 'tis thought, ſome critics in this town, 
By rules to all, but to themſelves, unknown, { 
Will damn thy verſe, and juſtify their own. 
Why, let them damn: Were it not wondrous hard, 
Facetious M------ and the city 6, 
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So near ally'd in learning, wit, and ſkill, 

| 8hou'd not have leave to judge, as well as kill? 

Nay, let them write; let them their forces join, 

And hope the motly piece may rival thine : 

Safely deſpiſe their malice, and their toil, 

Which vulgar ears alone will reach, and will defile. 

Be it thy gen'rous pride to pleaſe the beſt, 

Whoſe judgment, and whoſe friendſhip is a teſt. 

With learned H---- thy healing cares be join'd, 

Search thoughtful R — e to his inmoſt mind: 

Unite, reſtore your arts, and ſave mankind. 5 

Whilſt all the buſy M----ls of the town 

Envy our health, and pine away their own. 

Whene'er thou would'ſt a tempting Muſe engage, 

Judicious W -h can beſt direct her rage. 

To S-—--$, and to D---t too ſubmit, 

And let their ſtamp immortalize thy wit. 
Conſenting Phoebus bows, if they approve, 

And ranks thee with the foremoſt bards above: 

Whilſt theſe of right the deathleſs laurel ſend, 

"Be it my humble buſineſs to commend 
The faithful, honeſt man, and the well-natur'd 

friend, 


* 
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To my Friend Dr om che Author of 


0 Dis PpENSAR. 


praiſe your * art . bei in vain; 

The health you give, prevents the poet's un | > 
Sulkciently confirm'd is your renown ; 
And I but fill the chorus of the town. 
That let me wave, and only now admire 
The dazzling rays of your poetic fire; 
Which its diffuſive virtue does diſpenſe, 
In flowing verſe, and elevated ſenſe. | 

The town, which long has ſwallow'd fooliſh verſe, 

Which poetaſters every where rehearſe, 
Will mend their judgment now, refine their taſte, 
And gather up th' applauſe they threw in waſte, 
The play-houſe ſha'nt encourage falſe ſublime, =. 
Abortive thoughts, with decoration-rhyme. | 


Ĩ he ſatire of vile ſcriblers ſhall appear 


On none, except upon themſelves, ſevere : 
While yours contemns the gall of vulgar ſpite; 
And when you ſeem to ſmile the moſt, you bite. 


THO. CHEEK, 
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To my Friend, upon the DISTENSARV. 
3 | 


S when the people of the northern zone 
Find the approach of the revolving ſun, 
Pleas'd and reviv'd, they ſee the new-born light, 
And dread no more eternity of night. 
Thus we, who lately, as of ſummer's heat, 
Have felt a dearth of poeity and wit, 
Once fear'd, Apollo wou'd return no more 
From warmer climes to an ungrateful ſhore ; 
But you, the fav'rite of the tuneful Nine, 
Have made the god in his full luſtre ſhine ; 
Our night have chang'd into a glorious day: 
And reach'd perfection in your firſt eſſay. 
So the young eagle that his force would try. 
Faces the ſun, and tow'rs it to the ſky. 

Others proceed to art by flow degrees, 
Aukward at firſt, at length they faintly pleaſe. 
And ſtill, whate'er their firſt efforts produce, 
'Tis an abortive, or an infant Mule. 

Whilſt yours, like Pallas from the head of Jove, 
Steps out full grown, with nobleſt pace to move. 
What antient poets to their ſubjects we, 

Is here inverted, and this owes to you 

| You found it little, but have made it great; 
They could deſcribe, but you alone create. 

Now let your Muſe riſe with expanded wings, 
To ling the fate of empires and of Kings; 

B 3 
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Great William's victories ſhe'll next rehearſe, 

And raiſe a trophy of immortal verſe : | 
Thus to your art proportion the deſign, 
And mighty things with mighty numbers join ; 

A ſecond Namure, or a future Boyne. : 


H. BLOUNT. 
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PEAK, goddeſs! ſince 'tis thou that beſt canſt tell, 
Ho antient leagues to modern diſcord fell; 
And why phyſicians were ſo cautious grown 
Of others lives, and laviſh of their own; 
How, by a journey to the Elyſian plain, 


Peace triumph'd, and old time return'd again. 


Not far from that moſt celebrated place, 
Where angry * Juſtice ſhews her awful face; 
Where little villains muſt ſubmit to fate, 

That great ones may enjoy the world in ſtate; 
There ſtands a + dome, majeſtic to the ſight, 
And ſumptuous arches bear. its oval height; 


A golden globe plac'd high with artful {kill,. 


Seems, to the diſtant ſight, a gilded pill : 
This pile was, by the pious patron's aim, 
Rais'd for a uſe as noble as its frame; 
Nor did the learn'd ſociety decline 

The propagation of that great deſign. 


Old Baily, +. College of phyſicians. 
i, B 4 | 


3 
1 
i 
(i i 
i 
4 
* * 


DISPENSARY. 


In all her mazes, Nature's face they view'd, 
And as ſhe diſappear'd, their ſearch purſu'd. 


Yet to the learn'd unveils her dark diſguiſe ; 
But ſhuns the groſs acceſs of vulgar eyes. 

Now ſhe unfolds the faint and dawning ſtrite 
Of infant atoms kindling into life; 


Wrapt in the ſhade of night the goddeſs lies, 5 


How ductile matter new meonders takes, 
And ſlender trains of twiſting fibres makes; 


And how the viſcous ſeeks a cloſer tone, 

By juſt degrees to harden into bone; 

While the more looſe flow from the vital urn, 
And in full tides of purple ſtreams return; | 
How lambent flames from life's bright lamps ariſe, 
And dart in emanations through the eyes; 

How from each ſluice a gentle torrent pours, 


To lake a fev'riſh heat with ambient ſhow'rs ; 


Whence their mechanic pow'rs the ſpirits claim ; 
How great their force, how delicate their frame ; 
How the tame nerves are faſhion'd to ſuſtain 

The greateſt pleaſure and the greateſt pain 
Why bileous juice a golden light puts on, 
And floods of chyle in filver currents run ; 

How the dim ſpeck of entity began 


I' extend its recent form, and ſtretch to man; 


To how minute an origin we owe 
Young Ammon, Caeſar, and the great Naſſau 4 


hey till purſu'd. | 
They find her dubious now, and then as plain; 
Mere ſhe's too ſparing ; there profuſely vain. 


hy vole looks impetuous rage 8 
ad why chill virgins redden into flame; 
hy envy oft transforms with wan diſguiſe; 
Ind why gay mirth ſits ſmiling in the eyes; 
ll ice why Lucrece, or Sempronia fire; 
hy Southwell rages to ſurvive defire; _ 
hence Milo's vigour at th*' Olympics ſhown ; Wo 
hence tropes to Finch, or impudence to Sloane *: 
How matter, by the vary'd ſhape of pores, 
Or ideots frames, or ſolemn ſenators. 
Hence tis we wait the wond'rous cauſe to find, 
How body acts upon impaſlive mind: 
How fumes of wine the thinking part can fire, 
Paſt hopes revive, and preſent joys. inſpire : 
Why our complexions oft our ſoul declare ; 
And how the paſſions in the features are: 
How touch and harmony ariſe between 
Corporeal figure and a form unſeen : 
How quick their faculties the limbs fulfill, 
And act at ev'ry ſammons of the will: 
With mighty truths, myſterious to deſery, 
Which in the womb of diſtant cauſes lie, 
But now no grand inquiries are deſery'd; 
Mean faction reigns where knowledge ſhow'd preſide, 5 
Teuds are increas'd, and learning laid aſide 
Thus iy nods oft concern for faith conceal, 
And for important nothings ſhow a zeal: 
The drooping ſciences neglected pine, | 
And Pacan's beams with fading luſtre ine 


* Why Atticus polite ; Brutus ſevere; 
Why Methwin muddy ; Montague why clear, 


„ +DISPENSARY. 
No readers here with heQtic looks are found, 


Nor eyes in rheum, thro midnight-watching, drown'd 


The lonely edifice in ſweats complains, 
That nothing there but ſullen ſilence reigns. 
This place, fo fit for undiſturb'd repoſe, 
The god of ſloth for his aſylum choſe ; 
Upon a couch of down in theſe abodes, 
Supine with folded arms he thoughtleſs nods; 
Indulging dreams his godhead lull to caſc, 
With murmurs of ſoft rills, and whiſp'ring trees ;. 
The poppy and each numbing plant diſpenſe 
Their drowſy virtue and dull indolence; 
No paſſions interrupt his caſy reign ; 
No problems puzzle his lethargic brain: 
But dark oblivion guards his peaceful bed, 
And lazy fogs hang ling' ring o'er his 8 
As at full length the pamper'd monarch lay, 
Batt' ning in eaſe, and ſlumb'ring life away, 
A ſpiteful noiſe his downy chains unties, 
HFaſtes forward, and increaſes as it flies. 


Firſt, ſome to cleave the ſtubborn * flint enga ge, 


Till, urg'd by blows, it ſparkles into rage: 
Some temper lute, ſome ſpacious veſſels move; 
Theſe furnaces erect, and thoſe approve. 

Here phials in nice diſcipline are ſet;. 

'There gallipots are rang'd in alphabet. 

In this place, magazines of pills you ſpy; 

In that, like forage, herbs in bundles lie; 

While lifted peſtles, brandiſh'd in the air, 
Deſcend in peals, and civil wars declare; 


„The building of the Diſpenſary. 
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oud roles, with pounding ice, the fabric rota; 
And aromatic clouds in ſpires aſcend. 

So when the Cyclops o'er their anvils ſweat, 
And ſwelling ſinews ecchoing blows repeat; 

rom the volcano's groſs eruptions riſe, | 
And curling ſheets of ſmoke obſcure the ſkies. 
The ſlumb' ring god, amaz'd at this new din, 
Thrice ſtrove to riſe, and thrice ſunk down again. 
iſtleſs he ſtretch'd, and gaping rubb'd his eyes, 


How impotent a deity am I! | 
ith godhead born, but curs'd, that cannot dic! 
"hrough my indulgence, mortals hourly#hare 

\ grateful negligence, and caſe from care. 

ull'd in my arms, how long have I with-held 
he northern monarchs from the duſty field ? 
ow have I kept the Britith fleet at eaſe, 

From tempting the rough dangers of the ſeas? 
Hibernia owns the mildneſs of my reign, 

Ind my divinity's ador'd in Spain. 

I ſwains to ſylvan ſolitudes convey, 

Where, ſtretch'd on moſſy beds, they waſte away 
In gentle joys the night, in vows the day. 

hat marks of wond'rous clemency I've ſhown, 
ome rev'rend worthies of the gown can own. 
Triumphant plenty, with a cheerful grace, 

Baſks in their eyes, and ſparkles in their face, 
How ſleek their looks, how goodly is their mein, 
en big they ſtrut behind a double chin! 
Each faculty in blandiſhments they lull, 
Aſpiring to be venerably dull; 


3s 


hen faulter'd thus betwixt half words and — p01 
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No learn'd debates moleſt their downy trance, 
Or diſcompoſe their pompous ignorance ; * 
But, undiſturb'd, they loiter life away ; 

So wither green, and bloſſom in decay: | 
Deep ſunk in down, they, by my gentle care, 
Avoid th' inclemencies of morning air, | W. 
And leave to tatter d crape * the drudgery of pray'r. Th 


+ Urim was civil, and not void of ſenſe, Mi 

Had humour, and a courteous confidence; Th 
So ſpruce he moves, ſo gracefully he cocks; Hi 
The hallow'd roſe declares him orthodox ; NN. 
He paſs'd his eaſy hours, inſtead of pray'r, T] 
In madrigals and philliſing the fair; * 
Conſtant at feaſts, and each decorum knew; A 
And ſoon as the deſert appear'd, withdrew; 

Always obliging, and without offence, Hi 
And fancy'd for his gay impertinence. | 

But ſee how ill-miſtaken parts ſucceed ; Ss £0 
He threw off my dominion, and would read; 'F 


Engag'd in contreverſy, wrangled well; 
In convocation-language cou'd excel 
In volumes prov'd the church without defence, 
By nothing guarded, but by Providence: 
How grace and moderation diſagree; 
And violence advances charity. 
Thus writ till none would read, becoming Toon 
A wretched ſcribler, of a rare buffoon. 

Mankind my fond propitious pow'r has oy 4, 
Too oft to own, too much to 0 devy'd. 


= . . 


r 


* See Boil. Lut. 
3 n afterw ards piſhop of Rocheſter, 
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And all I aſk are ſhades and ſilent aa at 

o paſs in foft forgetfulneſs my hours. a 

oft have my fears ſome diſtant villa choſe, i: + 
Yer their quietus where fat judges doſe, 

nd lull their cough and conicience to repoſe : 

Or if ſome cloiſter's refuge I implore, 


Where holy drones o'er dying tapers ſhore: 
The peals of * Naſſau's arms theſe eyes uncloſe, 


Mine he moleſts, to give the world repoſe. 
That eaſe I offer with contempt he flies, 
His couch a trench, his canopy the ſkies. 
Nor climes nor ſcaſons his reſolves control, 
Th' aequator has no heat, no ice the pole. 
With arms reſiſtleſs o'er the globe he flies, 
And leaves to Jove the empire o' the ſkies. 

But as the flothful god to yawn begun, 
He hook off the dull miſt, and thus went on f. 


* See Boil, Lut. | 
+ Sometimes among the Caſpian cliffs I creep, 
Where ſolitary bats and ſwallows ſleep : 
Or if ſome cloiſter's refuge 1 implore, 
Where holy drones o'er dying tapers ſnore, 
Still Naſſau's arms a ſoft repoſe deny, 
Keep me awake, and follow where I fly. 
Since he has bleſs'd the weary world with peace, 
And with a nod has bid Bellona ceaſe; 
L fought the covert of ſome peaceful cell, 
Where ſilent ſhades in harmleſs raptures dwell; 
That reſt might paſt tranquillity reſtore, 


And mortal never interrupt me more. 
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»Twas in this reverendidame l ſought repoſe, | 


Theſe walls were that aſylum I had choſe *. - 


Here have I rul'd, long undiſturb'd with broils, 


And laugh'd at heroes and their glorious toils. 

My annals are in mouldy mildews wrought, 
With eaſy inſignificance of thought. 

But now ſome buſy interpriſing brain 

Invents new fancies to renew my pain, 

And labours to diſſolve my eaſy reign, - 

| With that, the god his darling Phantom calls, 
And from his fault'rings lips this meſlage falls : 
Since mortals will diſpute my power, I'll try 

Who have the greateſt empire, they or I. 

Find Envy out, ſome prince's court attend; | 

Moſt likely there you'll meet the famiſh'd fiend + ; 

Or where dull critics authors fate foretel; 

Or where ſtale maids, or meagre eunuchs dwell, 

Tell the bleak fury what new projects reign, 

Among the homicides of Warwick-Lane; 

And what th' event, unleſs ſhe ſtraight inclines 

To blaſte their hopes, and baffle their deſigns. 
More he had ſpoke, but ſudden vapours riſe, 

And with their ſilken.cords-tie down his eyes. 


* Nought underneath this roof but damps are found ; 
Nought heard but drowſy beetles buzzing round. 
Spread cobwebs hide the walls, and duſt the floors, 
And midnight ſilence guards the noiſcleſs doors. 

Or in cabals, or camps, or at the bar; 

Or where ill poets pennyleſs confer ; 
Or in the ſenate- houſe at Weſtminſter ; 
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OON as the evening veil'd the mountains heads, 


kJ) And winds lay huſh'd in ſubterranean beds; 
ö Whilſt ſick' ning flow'rs drink up the ſilver dew, 
And beaux, for ſome aſſembly, dreſs anew; 
The eity- ſaints to pray'rs and play-houſe haſte; 
The rich to dinner, and the poor to reſt: 
Officious Phantom then prepar'd with care 
To ſlide on tender pinions through the air. 
Oft he attempts the ſummit of a rock, 
And oft the hollow of ſome blaſted oak ; 
At length approaching where bleak Envy lay.; 
The hiſſing of her ſnakes proclaim'd the way, 
Beneath the gloomy covert of an yew, 
That taints the graſs with ſickly ſweats of dew; 
No verdant beauty entertains the ſight, 
But baneful hemlock, and cold aconite; 
In a dark grott the baleful haggard lay, 
Breathing black vengeance, and infecting day. 
But how deform'd, and worn with ſpiteful woes, 
When Accius has applauſe, Dorſennus ſhows. 
The chearful blood her meagre checks forſook, 
And baſiliſks fat brooding in her look; 
A bald and blotted toad-ſtool rais'd her head; 
The plumes of boding ravens were her bed; 
From her chapp'd noſtrils ſcalding torrents fall; 
And her ſunk eyes boil o'er in floods of gall; 
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| voleano s labour thus with in ward Wy 
Whilſt ſeas of melted ore lay waſte the plains. 
Around the fiend, in hideous order, ſate, 
Foul bauling Infamy, and bold Debate; 
Gruff Diſcontent, thro' ignorance milled, 
And clam'rous Faction at her party's head: 
Reſtleſs Sedition till diſſembling fear, 
And fly Hypocriſy with pious leer“. 
Glouting with ſullen ſpite the fury ſhook 
Her clotted locks, and blaſted with each look; 
Then tore with canker'd teeth the pregnant ſcrols; 
Where fame the acts of demi-gods enrols ; | 
And as the rent records in pieces fell, 
Each ſcrap did ſome immortal action tell. 
This ſhow'd, how fix'd as fate Torquatus ſtood ; 
That, the fam'd paſſage of the Granic flood; 
The Julian eagles here their wings diſplay ;. 
And there, like ſetting ſtars, the Decii lay; z 
This does Camillus as a god extol; 
That points at Manlius in the Capitol; 
How Cocles did the Tiber's ſurges brave; 
How Curtius plung'd into the gaping grave: 
Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perſians join; 
And, there, th' immortal battle of the Boyne. 
As the light meſſenger the fury ſpy'd, 
A while his curdling blood forgot to glide; 
Confuſion on his fainting vitals hung; 
And falt"ring accents flutter'd on his tongue: 
At length, aſſuming courage, he convey'd 
His errand, then he ſhrunk into a ſhade. 


See Dryd. Fab. 
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The hag lay long revolving what might de 
The bleſt event of ſuch an embaſſy; 

Then blazons in dread ſmiles her hideous form; 
80 lightning gilds the unrelenting ſtorm®, 
Thus ſne Mankind are bleſt, they riot (till 
Unbounded in exorbitance of ill, 

By devaſtation the rough warrior gains, 
And farmers fatten moſt when famine reigns; 


Then ſhe: Alas! how long in vain have 1 
Aim'd at thoſe noble ills the fates deny? 
Within this iſle forever muſt I find 
Diſaſters to diſtract my reſtleſs mind? 
Good Tenniſon's celeſtial piety 
At laſt has rais'd him to the ſacred ſee. 
Somers does ſick*'ning equity reſtore, 
And helpleſs orphans are oppreſs'd no more. 
Pembroke to Britain endleſs bleſſings brings; 
He ſpoke; and Peace clapp'd her triumphant wings: 
Great Ormond %ines iltuſtriouſly bright 
With blazes of hereditary right. 
The noble ardour of a royal fire 
Inſpires the gen'rous breaſt of Devonſhire. 
And Macclesfield is ative to defend . 
His country with the zeal he loves his friend. 
Like Leda's radiant ſons divenely clear, 
Portland and Jerſey deck'd in rays appear, 5 
To gild by turns the Gallic hemiſphere. 
Worth in diſtreſs is raisd by Montague; \ 
Auguſtus liſtens if Maecenas ſue 2 | 
And Vernon's vigilance no ſlumber takes, 
Whilſt faction peeps abroad, and anarchy awakes. 
c | 
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For ſickly ſeaſons the phyſicians wait, 
And politicians thrive in broils of ſtate; 
The lover's eaſy when the fairbne ſighs; 
And gods ſubſiſt not but by ſacrifice, 
Each other being ſome indulgence knows; 
Few are my joys, but infinite my woes. 
My preſent pain Britania's genius wills, 
And thus the fates record my future ils. 
A heroine ſhall Albion's ſceptre bear, 
With arms ſhall vanquith earth, and heav'n with pray'r. 
She on the world her clemency ſhall ſhow'r, 
And only to preſerve, exert her pow'r. - - 
Tyrants ſhall then their impious aims forbear, 
And Blenheim's thunder more than Ætna's fear*. 
Since by no arts I therefore can defeat 
The happy enterprizes of the great, 
I'll calmly ſtoop to more inferior things, 
And try if my lov'd ſnakes have teeth or ſtings. 
She ſaid: And ſtraight ſhrill + Colon's perion took, 
In morals looſe, but moſt preciſe in look. | 
Black-friars annals lately pleas'd to call 
Him warden of apothecaries-hall. | | 
And, when ſo dignify*d, did not forbcar | 
That operation which the learn'd declare 
Gives colies eaſe, and makes the ladies fair. : 
In trifling ſhow his tinſel talent lies, 
And form the want of iutellects ſupplies. 


in Etna were forg d the thunderbolts which 
Jove employ'd againſt the ambition of the giants. 
& _ an e 
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In aſpect grand and goodly he appears, 
Rever'd as patriarchs in primacyal years. 
Hourly his learn'd impertinence affords 
A barren ſuperfluity of words“. 
The patient's ears remorſeleſs he aſſails, 
Murders with jargon where his med'cine fails. 
The fury thus aſſuming Colon's grace, 
So ſlung her arms, ſo ſhuffl'd in in her pace. 
Onward ſhe haſtens to the fam'd abodes, 
Where + Horoſcope invokes th' infernal gods; 
And reach'd the manſion where the vulgar run, 
For ruin throng, and pay to be undone. 

This viſionary various projects tries, 
And knous, that to be rich is to be wiſe. 
By uſeful obſervations he can tell 
The ſacred charms that in true ſterling dwell : 
How gold makes a patrician of a ſlave, 
A dwarf an Atlas, a Therſites brave. 
It cancels all defects, and in their place 
Finds ſenſe in Brownlow, charms in lady | Grace; 

It guides the fancy and directs the mind: 

No bankrupt ever found a fair one kind. 

So truly Horoſcope its virtues knows, 
To this lov'd idol 'tis alone he bows; 
And fancies ſuch bright heraldry can prove, 
The vile plebcian but the third from Jove. 


In haſte he ſtrides along to recompenſe 
The want of buſineſs with its vain pretence. 
+ Houghton an apbthecary. 
Lady Grace Pierpoint. 
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Long has he been of that amphibious fry, 
Bold to preſcribe, and buſy to apply. 


His ſhop the gazing vulgar's eyes employs 
With foreign trinkets, and domeſtic toys : 


Here mummies lay moſt reverendly ſtale, 
And there, the tortoiſe hung her coat of mail; 


Not far from ſome huge ſhark's devouring head 
The flying fiſh their finny pinions ſpread : 


Aloft in rows large poppy beads were ſtrung, 
And near, a ſcaly alligator hung : 


In this place, drugs in muſty heaps decay'd; 


In that, dry'd bladders and drawn teeth were laid. 
An inner-room receives the num'rous ſhoals | 

Of ſuch as pay to be reputed fools. 

Globes ſtand by globes, volumes on volumes lie; 

And planetary ſchemes amuſe the eye. 

The ſage, in velvet chair, here lolls at eaſe, 

To promiſe future health for preſent fees. 

Then, as from tripod, folemn ſnams reveals, 

And what the ſtars know nothing of, foretells. 

One aſks how ſoon Panthea may be won, 

And longs to ſeel the marriage-fetters on: 

Others, convinc'd by melancholy proof, 

Inquire when courteous fates will ſtrike 'em off. 
Some by what means they may redreſs their wrong, 

When fathers the poſſeſſion keep too long. 

And ſome would know the ifſue of their cauſe, 

And whether gold can ſolder up its flaws. 

Poor pregnant Lais his advice would have, 

To loſe by art what fruitful nature gave; 

And Portia old in expectation grown, 

Laments her barren curſe, and begs a ſon, 
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Whilſt Tris his coſmetic waſh would try, 

To make her bloom revive, and lovers die. 

Some alk for charms, and others philters chuſe, 
To gain Corinna, and their quartans loſe. | 
Young Hylas, botch'd with (tains too foul to name, 
In cradle here renews his youthſul frame: 

Cloy'd with deſire, and ſurſeited with charms, | 

A hot-houſe he prefers to Julia's arms. 

And old Lucullus would th' arcanum prove 

Of kindling in cold veins the ſparks of love. 

Bleak Envy theſe dull frauds with pleaſure ſees, 
And wonders at the ſenſeleſs myſteries. 

In Colon's voice Ife thus calls out aloud 
On Horoſcope environ'd by the crowd. 

Forbear, forbear, thy vain amuſements ceaſe, 
Thy woodcocks from their gins a white releaſe; 
And to that dire misfortune liſten well, 

Which thou ſhou'dſt fear to know, or I to tell. 
'Tis true, thou ever walt eſteem'd by me 
The great Alcides of our company. | 
When we with noble ſcorn reſolv'd to cafe 
Ourſelves from all parochial offices; 
And to our wealthier patients left the care, 

And draggled dignity of ſcavenger; 
Buch zeal in that affair thou didſt expreſs, 
Nought cou'd be equal but the great ſucceſs. 
Now call to mind thy gen'rous proweſs paſt, 
Be what thou ſhoud'ſt, by thinking what thou waſt : 
The faculty of Warwick-Lane deſign, 
If not to ſtorm, at leaſt to undermine. 
Their gates each day ten thouſand night-caps croud, 
And mortars utter their attempts aloud. 
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If they ſhould once unmaſk our myſtery,  —=+ 
Each nurſe, ere-long, wou'd be as learn'd as we; 
Our art ex pos d to ev'ry vulgar eye, 0 | 
And none, in complaiſance to us, wou'd dic. 
What if we claim their right t' aſſaſſinate, | 
Muſt they needs turn apothecaries ſtraight ? 
8 Prevent it, gods! all ſtratagems we try, 
To croud with new inhabitants your ſky. 
Dis we who wait the'deſtinies command, 
To purge the troubled air, and weed the land.. 
And dare the college inſolently aim 
To equal our fraternity in fame ? 
Then let crabs-eyes with pearl for virtue try, 
Or Highgate-hill with lofty Pindus vie; 
So glow-worms may compare with Titan's bA&ms, 
And Hare-court pump with Aganippe's ſtreams. 
Our manufactures now they meanly ſell, 
And their true value treacherouſlly tell: 
Nay, they diſcover too, their ſpite is ſuch, | 
That health, than crowns more valued, coſt not much 7; 
While we muſt ſteer our conduct by theſe rules, | 
To cheat as tradeſmen, or to ſtarve as fools, 
At this fam'd Horoſcope turn'd pale, and gs. 
In ſilence tumbl'd from his chair of ſtate ; 
The crowd in great confuſion ſought the door, 
And left the Magus fainting on the floor. 
Whilſt in his breaſt the fury breath'd a ſtorm ; 
Then fought her cell, and re-aſſum'd her form. 


+ Whilſt we, at our expence, mult perſevere, 
And, for another world, be ruin'd here. 


Fhus from the ſore altho' the inſet flies, 

It leaves a brood of maggots in diſguiſe. 
Officious Squirt in haſte forſook his ſhop, 
To ſuccour the expiring Horoſcope. LI 

Oft he eſſay d the Magus to reſtore, . 
By ſalt of ſuccinum's prevailing pow'r; 

Yet ſtill ſupine the ſolid lumber lay, 1 
An image of ſcarce animated clay ; 

Till fates, indulgent when diſaſters call, 
By Squirt's nice hand apply'd an urinal; 
The wight no ſooner did the ſtream receive, 
But rous'd, and bleſs'd the ſtale reſtorative. 
The ſprings of life their former vigour feel; 
Such zeal he had for that vile utenſil. 
So when the great Pelides, Thetis found, 
He knew the ſea-weed ſcent, and th' azure goddeſs own'd. 


Aue L night the e ſage in OR? tumults thy, 

Complaining'of the flow approach of day; 

Oft turn'd him round, and ftrove to think no more 

Of what ſhrill Colon aid the day before. 

Cou ſlips and poppies o'er his eyes he ſpread, 

And Salmon's works he laid beneath his head. 

But thoſe bleſs'd opiates till in vain he tries, 

Sleep's gentle image his embraces flies: 

Tumultuous cares lay rolling in his breaſt, 

And thus his anxious thoughts the ſage expreſt. 
Oft has this planet rolPd around the ſun, 

Since to conſult the ſkies I firſt begun: 

Such my applauſe, ſo mighty my ſucceſs, 

Some granted my predictions more than gueſs. 

But, doubtful as I am, I'll entertain 

This faith, there can be no miſtake in gain; 

For the dull world moſt honour pay to thoſe 
Who on their underſtanding moſt impoſe. 

' Firſt man creates, and then he fears the elf; 

Thus others cheat him not, but he himſelf : 

He loaths the ſubſtance, and he loves the ſhow ; 

You'll ne'er convince a fool, himſelf is fo : 

He hates realities, and hugs the cheat; 

And ſtill the only pleaſurc's the deceit. _ 

So meteors flatters with a dazling dye, 

Which no exiſtence has, but in the eye. 

As diſtant proſpects pleaſe us, but when near, 

We find but deſart rocks, and flecting air; 
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From ſtratagem to ſtratagem we run, 

And he knows moſt, who lateſt is undone. 
Mankind one day ſerenc and free appear; 

The next, they're cloudy, ſullen, and ſevere: 

New paſſions, new opinions ſtill excite, 

And what they like at nova, they leave at night. 

They gain with labour what they quit with eaſe, 

And health, for want of change, becomes diſeaſe. 

Religion's bright authority they dare, 

And yet are ſlaves to ſuperilicivus fear. 

They counſel other>, but themſelves deceive, 

And tho' they're cozen'd ſtill, they (till believe. 
So falſe their cenſure, fickle their elteem ; 

This hour they worſhip, and the next blaſpheme. 
Shall 1 then, who with penetratiag fight, 

nſpect the ſprings that guide cach appetite ; 

ho with unfathom'd ſearches hourly pierce 

he dark recelles of the univerſe ; 

Be aw'd, if puny emmets wou'd oppreſs; 

Or fear their fury, or their name careſs ? 

fall the ftends that in low darkneſs reign, 

de not the fictions of a ſickly brain, 

hat project, the * Diſpenſary they call, 

efore the moon can blunt her horns, ſhall fall. 

With that a glance from mild Aurora's eyes 

Shoots thro? the cryſtal kingdoms of the ſkies ; 

"be ſavage kind in foreſts ceaſe to roam, 

And ſots, o'ercharg'd with nauſeous loads, reel kobs: 

Drums, trumpets, hautboys, wake the ſlumbring pair; 

hilſt bridegroom ſighs, and thinks the bride leſs fair. 


Medicines made vp there, for the uſe of the poor. 
N 
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: Light's chearful ſmiles o'er th' azure weſt are ſpread; Ml c 


And Miſs from inns o' court bolts out unpaid. A 
The ſage, tranſported at th' approaching hour, T 
Imperiouſly thrice thunder'd- on the floor; | A 

Officious Squirt that moment had acceſs ; 
His truſt was great, his vigilance no leſs. | A 
To him thus Horoſcope : | W 
My kind companion in this dire affair, Tl 
Which is more light, ſince you aſſume a ſhare ; 
Fly with what haſte you us'd to do of old, W 
When Clyſter was in danger to be cold- uh; 
With expedition on the beadle call, | Be 
To ſummon all the company to th' hall. lo 
Away the friendly coadjutor flies, Bu 
10 


Swift as from phial ſteams of harts-horn riſe. 


The Magus in the int'rim mumbles o'er Yo 
Vile terms of art to ſome infernal pow'r, ' Th 
And draws myſterious circles on the floor : Ar 
But from the gloomy vault no glaring ſpright 1 
Aſcends, to blaſt the tender bloom of light. To 
No myſtic ſounds from hell's deteſted womb, Fai 
In duſky exhalations upwards come. Fre 
And now to raiſe an altar he decrees, geh 
To that devouring harpy call'd Diſeaſe: An 
Then flow'rs in eaniſters he baſtes to bring, E 
The wither'd product of a blighted ſpring. Bay 
With cold folanum from the Pontic ſhore, As 
The roots of mandrake and black hellebore, = oy 
The griper ſenna, and the puker rue, 
The ſweetner ſaſſafras are added too; | # TY 
And on the ſtructure next he heaps a load 86 


5 Of ſulphur, turpentine, and maſtic wood: 7 8 
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ad: Gums, foſſils too the pyramid increas'd ; 


A mummy next, once monarch of the eaſt. 
Then from the compter he takes dowr the file, 
And with preſcriptions lights the folemn pile. 
Fgebly the flames on clumſy wings aſpire, 
And ſmoth*ring fogs of ſmoke benight the fire. 
With ſorrow he beheld the ſad portent; 
Then to the hag theſe oriſons he ſent. 
Diſeaſe ! thou ever molt propitious pow'r, 
Whoſe kind indulgence we diſcern. each hour“: 
I Thou well canſt boaſt thy num'rous pedigree, 
Begot by Sloth,.maintain'd by Luxury. 
ln gilded palaces thy proweſs reigns, 
hut flies the humble ſheds of cottage-ſwains, F 
10 you ſuch might and energy belong, g / 
You nip the blooming, and unerve the ſtrong. 
The purple conqueror in chains you bind, 
And are to us your vaſſals only kind. 
If, in return, all diligence we pay 
To fix your empire, and confirm your ſway, 
Far as the weekly bills can reach around, | 
From Kent-ſtreet end to fam'd St Giles's pond; 
kehold this poor libation with a ſmile, 
And let auſpicious light break through the pile. 
He ſpoke; and on the pyramid he laid 
Bay leaves and vipers hearts, and thus he faid : 
As theſe conſume in this myſterious fire, 
So let the curs'd Diſpenſary + expire. 


Thou that would'ſt lay whole ſtates and regions waſte, 
Sooner than we thy cormorants ſhould faſt, 
7 Sce the alluſion. Theoc. Pharm. 
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And as thoſe crackle in the flames, and die, 

So let its veſſels burit, and glaſſes fly, 

But a ſiniſter cricket (traight was heard, 

The altar tell, the off ring diſappear'd. 

As the fam'd wight the omen did regret, & 

Squirt brought the news the company was met. 
Nigh where Fleet-ditch deſcends in ſable ſtreams, 

To waſh his footy naiads in the Thames, | 

There ſtands a + ſtructure on a riſing hill, 

Where tyros take their freedom out to kill. 

Some pictures in theſe dreadful ſhambles tell, 

How, by the Delian god, the Vithon fell; 

And how Medea did the philter brew, 

That cou'd in Jaſon's veins young force renew; 

How mournful $ Myrrah for her crimes appears, 

And heals hyſteric matrons ſtill with tears; 

How Mentha and Althea, nymphs no more, 

Revive in ſacred plants, and health reſtore ; 

How ſanguine ſwains their am*rous hours repent, 

When pleaſure's paſt, and pains are permanent ; 

And how frail nymphs, oft by abortion, aim 

To loſe a ſubſtance, to preſerve a name. 
Soon as cach member in his rank was plac'd, 

Th' aſſembly ¶ Diaſenna thus addreſs'd. | 
My kind confed'rates, if my poor intent, 

As tis ſincere, had been but prevalent, 

We here had met on ſome more ſafe deſign, 

And on no other bus'neſs but to dine; 


+ Apothecary's Hall, f see Ovid Met. 
I Gilltorp, an apothecary. 
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The faculty had: till maintain'd their ſway, 
And int'reſt then had bid us but obey: 

This only emulation we had known, 

Who beſt cou'd fill his purſe, and thin the town. 
But now from gath'ring clouds deſtruction, pours, 
Which ruins with mad rage our halcyon hours: 
Miſts from black jealouſies the tempeſt form, 
Whilſt late divifions reinforce the ſtorm. = 


Know, when theſe feuds, like thoſe at law, were =__ 


The winners will be loſers at the laſt. 
Like heroes in ſea-fights, we ſeek renown, 
To fire ſome hoſtile ſhip, we burn our own. 
Whoe'er throws duſt againſt the wind, deſeries 
He throws it, in effect, but in his eyes. 
That juggler which another's light will ſhow, 
But teaches how the world his own may know. 
Thrice happy were thoſe golden days of old, 
Vhen dear as Burgundy ptiſans were ſold; 
hen patients choſe to die with better will, 
han breathe, and pay the apothecary's bill: 
nd cheaper than for our aſſiſtance call, 
Might go to Aix or Bourbon, ſpring and fall“. 
[hen prieſts increas'd, and piety decay'd; | 
nurchmen the church's purity betray'd; | 
heir lives and doctrine ſlaves and athieſts made. 


* But now late jars our practices detect, 
For mines, when once diſcover'd, loſe th' effect. 
| Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run. 
So lines that from their parallel decline, 
More they adrance, the more they till disjoin. 
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The laws were but the hireling judge's ſenſe; 0 
Juries were ſway'd by venal evidence. 0 
Fools were promoted to the council-board, 1 
Tools to the bench, and bullies to the ſword. A 
Penſions in private were the ſenate's aim; T 
And patriots for a place abandon'd fame. A 
But now no influencing art remains; Ci 
For Somers has the ſeal, and Naſſau reigns : W 
And we, in ſpite of our reſolves, muſt bow, W 
And ſuffer by a reformation too. Hee 7 W 
For now late jars our practices detect, Sb 
And mines, when once diſcover d, loſe effect. W 
Diſſenſions, like ſmall ſtreams, are firſt begun, Tl 
Scarce ſeen they riſe, but gather as they run : Ar 
So lines that from their parallel decline, Or 
More they proceed, the more they (till disjoin. At 
. *Tis therefore my advice, in haſte-we ſend, | Al 
And beg the faculty to be our friend | | | Ar 
Send ſwarms of patients, and our quarrels end. Tt 
So awful beadles, if the vagrant treat, | An 
Straight turn familiar, and their faſces quit. Ou 
In vain we but contead ; that planet's pow'r 'Ti 
Thoſe vapours can diſperſe it rais'd before. Ti 
As he prepar'd the miſchief to recite, i | Th 
Keen + Colocynthus paus'd and foam'd with ſpite : 1 
Sour ferments on his ſhining ſurface ſwim, Wt 
Work up to froath, and bubble o'er the brim. | Ere 
Not beauties fret ſo much, if freckles come, Thi 
Or noſe ſhould redden in the drawing-room : Thi 


+ Dare, an apothecary. j 4 
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Or lovers that miſtake th' appointed hour; 
Or in the lucky minute want the pod 'r. 
Thus he Thou ſcandal of great Paean's art ! 
At thy approach the ſprings of nature (tart, 
The nerves unbrace: Nay, at the ſight of thee, 
A ſcratch turns cancer, itch a leproſy. 
Coud'ſt thou propoie, that we, the friends of fates, 
Who fill church-yards, and who unpeople ſtates, 
Who baffle Nature, and diſpoſe of lives, ö 
Whilſt { Ruſſel, as we pleaſe, or ſtarves, or 3 
Shou'd e'er ſubmit to their deſpotic will, | 
Who out o' conſultation ſcarce can kill? 
The tow'ring Alps ſhall ſooner (ink to vales, 
And leeches in your glafſcs ſwell to whales; 
Or Norwich trade in inſtruments of (teel, 
And Bremingham in ſtuffs and druggets deal ; 
Allys at Wapping furniſh us new modes, 
And Mon mouth-ſtreet Verſailles with riding-hoods; 
The ſick to th' Hundreds in pale throngs repair, 
And change the Gravel-pits ior Kentiſh air. 
Our properties muſt on our arms depend; 
'Tis next to conquer, bravely to defend. 
'Tis to the vulgar death too harſh appears ; 
The ill we feel is only in our fears. 

To die is landing on ſome ſilent ſhore, 
Where billows never break nor tempeſts roar; 
Ere well we feel the friendly ſtroke, tis o'er. 
The wiſe through thought th' inſults of death defy ; 
The fools, through bleſs'd inſenſibility: 


A celebrated undertaker of funerals. 
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"Tis what the guilty fear, the pious crave; 
Sought by the wretch, and vanquiſh'd by the . - 
It eaſes lovers, ſets the captive free; 
And, though a tyrant, offers liberty. 
Sound but to arms, the foe ſhall ſoon confeſs 
Our force increaſes, as our funds grow leſs; 
And what requir'd ſach induſtry to raiſe, 
We'll ſcatter into nothing as we pleaſe. 
Thus, they'll acknowledge, to annihilate 
Shews no leſs wond'rous pow'r than to create. 
We'll raiſe our num rous cohorts, and oppoſe 
The feeble forces of our pigmy foes; . 
Legions of quacks ſhall join us on the place, 
From great Kirleus down to Doctor Cale. 
Though ſuch vile rubbiſh fink, yet we ſhall riſe;; 
Directors ſtill ſecure the greateſt prize: | 
Such poor ſupports ſerve only like a ſtay ; 
The tree once fax'd, its reſt is torn away. 
So patriots, in time of peace and eaſe, 
Forget tlie fury of the late diſeaſe; 
On dangers paſt ſerenely think no more, 
And curſe the hand that heal'd the wound before. 
Arm therefore, gallant friends, tis Honour's call; 
Or let us boldly fight, or bravely fall. | 
To this the ſeſſion ſeem'd to give conſent, 
Much lik'd the war, but dreaded much th' event. 
At length, the growing diff*rence to compoſe, 
Two brothers, call'd * Aſcarides, aroſe. 
Both had the volubility of tongue, | 
In meaning faint, but in opinion ſtrong. 


The Pearces, apothecaries. 
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To ſpeak they both aſſum'd a ke pretence; BI 
The elder gain'd his juſtpre-eminence. 
Thus he: *Tis true, when privilege and right 

Are once invaded, honour bids us fight. * 
But, ere we once engage in honour's cauſe, 

Firſt know what honour is, and whence it was. | 
Scorn'd by the baſe, tis courted by the brave, 5 
The hero's tyrant, and the coward's ſlave. 
Born in the noify camp, it lives on air, 

And both exiſts by hope and by deſpair. 

Angry whene'er a moment's eaſe we gain, 

And reconcil'd at our returns of pain. 

It lives, when in death's arms the hero lies: 

But when his ſafety he conſults, it dies. 

Bigotted to this idol, we diſclaim 

Reſt, health, and eaſe, for nothing but a name. | 

Then let us, to the field before we move, 

Know if the gods our enterprize approve. 

Suppoſe th unthinking faculty unveil 

What we, through wiſer conduct, would conceal : 
Is't reaſon we ſhould quarrel with the glaſs 

That ſhews the monſhous features of our face? 

Or grant ſome grave pretenders have of late 
Thought fit an innovation to create ; 

Soon they'll repent what raſtily they begun :- 
Though projects pleaſe, projectors are undone. 
All novelties muſt this ſucceſs expect, 

When good, our envy; and when bad, neglect“; 


If things of uſe were valu'd, there had been 
Some work-houſe where the monument is ſeen. 
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If reaſon eou d direct, ere now each gate 

Had borne ſome trophy of triumphal ſtate. 

Temples had told how Greece and Belgia owe _ 
Troy and Namur to Jove and to Naſſau. 

Thben, ſince no veneration is allow'd . 

or to the real, or the appearing good ; 

The project that we vainly r 

Muſt, as it blindly roſe, as vilely end. 

Some members of the faculty there ane... 

Who int'reſt prudently to oaths prefer. 

Our friendſhip with feign'd airs they —— 

And boaſt their politics are our ſupport. 

Then we'll conſult about this cuterpriſe, 

And boldly execute what they adviſe, 

But from below, while ſuch reſolves they took, 
Some aurum fulminans the * fabric ſhook. _ 
' The champions, daunted at the crack, retreat, 
Regard their ſafety, and their rage forget. 

So when at Bathos earth's big offspring ſtrove 
To ſcale the ſkies, and wage a war with Jove; 
Soon as the aſs of old Silenus bray'd, 
| The trembling rebels in confuſion fled. 


* The room the apothecaries meet in is over the la- 
boratory. | 
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N OT far from that frequented theatre, 
Where wand'ring punks each night at five repair; 
Where purple emperors in buſkins tread, 
And rule imaginary worlds for bread; 12 
Where Bentley, by old writers, wealthy grew, 
And Briſcoe lately was undone by new: 
There triumps a phyſician of renoẽon, | 
To none, but ſuch as truſt in health, 3 — 
None e' er was plac'd more fitly to impart 
His known experience, and his healing art. 
When Burgeſs deafens all the liſt'ning preis 
With peals of moſt ſeraphic emptineſs; 
Or when myſterious Freeman mounts on high, 
To preach his pariſh to a lethargyz 
This Æſculapius waits hard by, to caſe 
The martyrs of ſuch Chriſtian eruelties. 

Long has this darling quarter of the town 
For lewdneſs, wit, and gallantry been known. 
All forts meet here, of whatſoe er degree, 
To blend and juſtle into harmony. 
The critics each advent'fous author.ſcan, 
And praiſe or cenſure as they like the man. 
The weeds of writings for the flow'rs they cull; - 
So nicely taſteleſs, ſo correctly dull! 
The politicians of Parnaſſus prate, 
And poets canvaſs the affairs of ſtate ; 
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The cits ne er talk of trade and ſtock, but tell 
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell, 

The country-dames drive to Hippolito's, 
Firſt find a ſpark, and after loſe a noſe. | 
The lawyer for lac'd coat the robe does quit, 

He grows a madman, and then turns a wit. 
And in the cloiſter penſive Strephon waits 
Till Chloe's hackney comes, and then retreats; 
And if th” ungen rous nymph a fhaft lets fly, 
More fatally than from a ſparkling eye, 

* Mirmillo, that fam'd opifer, is nig h. 

The trading tribe oft thither throng to dine, 
And want of elbow-room ſupply in wine. fas 
Cloy'd with variety they ſurfeit there, 

Whilſt the wan patients on thin gruel fare. 
Twas here the champions of the party met, 
Of their heroic enterpriſe to treat. 

Each hero a tremenduous air put on, 

And ſtern Mirmillo in theſe words begun: 

- 'Tis with concern, my friends, I meet you here; 
No grievance you can know, but I muſt ſhare. 
"Tis plain, my int'reſt you've advanc'd fo long, 
Each fee, though I was mute, wou'd find a tongue. 
And, in return, though I have ftrove to red 
Thoſe ſtatutes, which on oath I ſhould defend; 
Such arts are trifles-to a genꝰrous mind: 

Great ſervices as great returns ſhou'd find. 
And you'll perceive, this hand, when glory calls, 
Can brandiſh-arms as well as urinals. 


* Dr Guibbons. 
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Oxford, and all her paſſing bells can tell, 
By this right arm what mighty numbers fell. | 
Whilſt others meanly afk'd whole months to for, ac] 
I oft diſpatch d the patient in a day: 
With pen in hand I puſn'd to that degree, 
1 ſcarce had left a wretch to give a fee. 
Some fell by laudanum, and ſome by ſteel, 
And death in ambuſh lay in ev'ry pill. 
For, ſave or flay, this privilege we claim, 
Tho' credit ſuffers, the reward*s the fame. 
What though the art of healing we pretend, 
He that deſigns it leaſt is moſt a friend. 
Into the right we err, and muſt confeſs 
To overſights we often owe ſucceſs. 
Thus Beſſus got the battle in the play; 
His glorious cowardice reſtor'd the day. 
So the fam'd Grecian piece o d its deſert 
To chance, and not the labour d ſtrokes of art. 
Phyſicians, if they're wiſe, ſhould never think 
Of any arms, but ſuch as pen and ink: 
But th' enemy, at their expence, ſhall find, 
When honovr calls, I'll feorn to ſtay behind. 
He ſaid ; and feal'd th' engagement with a kits, 
Which was return'd by younger Aſcaris; 
Who thus advanc'd: Each word, Sir, you impart, 
Has ſomething killing in it, like your art. 
How much we to your boundleſs friendſhip owe, 
Our files can ſpeak, and your prefcriptions ſhow, 
Your ink deſcends in ſuch exceſſive ſhow'rs, 
Tis plain you can regard no health but ours. 
Whilſt poor pretenders puzzle o'er a caſe, 
You but appear, and give the coup de grace. 
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O that near ® Xanthus' banks you had but dwelt, | 
When Illum firſt Achalan fury felt. 
The horned river then had cuts d in van 


Young Peleus' arm, that choak'd his ſtream with er 


No trophies you had left for Greeks to raiſe; 

Their ten years toil you'd finiſh'd in ten days. 

Fate ſmiles on your attempts, and when you liſt, 

In vain the cowards ſty, or brave reſiſt. t.. 

Then let us arm; we need not fear ſuccefs; 

No labours are too hard for Hercules. | 

Our military enſigns we'll diſplay ; 

Conqueſt purſues, where courage leads . way. 
To this deſign ſhrill Querpo did * 

A zealous member. of the faeulty; 

His fire's pretended pious / ſteps he treads, 

And where the doctor fails, the faint ſucceeds. 

A conventicle fleſh'd his greener years, 

And his full age the righteous rancour ſhares. 

Thus doys hatch game- eggs under birds of prey, 

To make the fowl more furious for the fray.. 
Slow | Carus next diſcoyer'd his intent, 

With painful pauſes, mutt'ring. what he meant. 

His ſparks of life, in ſpite of War, 

So cold, that only calentures can heat. 5 

In his chill veins the ſluggiſh puddle "a | 

And loads with lazy fogs his ſable brows. 

Legions of lunaties about him preſs, 

His province is loſt reaſon to redreſs. 


* See Hom, i. : + Dr Howe. 
R 
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so when perſumes their fragravt ſceat give oer, 


Nought can their odaur, like a jakes, reſtore. 
When for advice the;yulgat! throng, he's found: 
With lumber of vile books beſieg d around. 

The gazing throng acknowledge their ſurpriſe, . 
And, deaf to reaſon, ſtill conſult their eyes, 
Well he perceives the world will often find, 

To catch the eye; is to convince the mind. 

Thus a weak ſtate, by wiſe' diſtruſt inclines 

To num'rous ſtores, and ſtrength in magazines; 
So fools are always moſt profuſe of words, 
And cowards never fail of longeſt ſwords. 
Abandon'd authors here a refuge meet, 

And from the world to duſt aud worms retreat. 
Here dregs and ſediment of auctions reign, 
Refuſe of fairs, atid gleanings of Duck-lane. 
And up theſe walls much Gothic lumber climbs, 
With Swiſs philoſophy and Runic rhimes* 
Hither, retriev'd from cooks and grocers, come 


| Mede's works entire, and endleſs reams of Brome. 


Where would the lorig-neglected Collins fly, 

If bounteous Carus ſhou'd refuſe to buy ? 

But each vile ſeribbler's happy on this ſcore; 

He'll find ſome Carus ſtill to-read him oer. 
Nor muſt we the obſequious * Umbra ſpare, 

Who ſoft by nature, yet declar'd for war. 

But, when ſome rival pow'r invades a right, 

Flies ſet on flies, and turtles turtles fight. 

Elſe courteous Umbra to the laſt had been 

Demurely meek, inſipidly ſerene. 


* Dr. Gould. 


 DISPENSARY.' 


+ Wich him, the preſent Kill ſome virtues have, 
The vain tire n oO. 100 


The ſlothful, negligemt : the foppiſſi, neat.. 
The lewd are airy, and the ly ö 
A wren an eagle, a babdon a beau. 2 
Colt a Lyeurgus, ane Shih g Rowe. - 
Heroic ardour now th aſſembly warms, 


— but alarms. L - 


For future glory, While the ſcheme is laid, 
Fam'd Horoſcope thus offers to diſſuade; _ 


Since of each enterpriſe th' event's 8 | 
We'll quit the ſword and hearken to the gown- 


Nigh lives I Vagellius, one reputed long 
For ſtrength of lungs, and pliancy of tongue. 
For fees, to any form he moulds a cauſe, _ 
The worlt has merits, and the beſt has flaws. 
Five guineas make a. criminal to day, 

And ten t- norrow wipe the ſtain away. 
Whatever he affirm s is undeny'd. 0 FOR 
| Milo's the letcher, Clodio's th' homicide. HP 
Cato pernicious, Catiline a faint, 

Orford ſuſpected, Duncomb innocent. 

To law then, friends, for tis by fate decreed, 
Vagellius, and our money, ſhall Tacceed. 
Know, when I firſt inyok'd diſeaſe by charms 
To prove propitious to our future arms, 

Ill omens did the ſacrifice attend, 

Nor wou'd the Sibyl from her grot ail wed 


+ See the Imitation, Hor. fat. 3. 
I Sir H. Dutton Colt. 5 Mr Anthony Rowe, 
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As Horoltepburg'e farthvr' to de 
He thus was interrupted by a Bard. 

In vain your magie myſteries you ala : 
Such ſounds the Sibyl's ſacred cars: abuſe. 
Theſe lines the pale divinity thall raiſe; 

Such is the pow'r of found; and force of las. 

f Arms meet with arms, 3 fancki- 

6 ons claſh, VIC | 3 
« « Aud ſparks of fire ſtruek out em armour path 3 
Thick clouds of duſt contending warriors raiſe, 
And hideous war oer all the region brays. - 
© Some raging ran with huge Hereulean elubs, 
«© Some maſſy balls of braſs, fome mighty tabs 


Of cinders bore. =---—=-——— 
5 Naked and hat-butnt hills with kideous wreck 


« Aﬀright the fkies, and fry the ocean's back.” 

As he went rumbling on, the fury ſtraight | 
Crawl'd in, her limbs cou'd ſcarce ſupport her weight. 
A tueful N forchead bound, 
And faintly her fu ps theſe accents ſound. 

Mortal, how dar'ſt ihou with ſuch lines addrefs 
My awful feat, and trouble my receſs ? 

In Eſſex marſhy hundreds is a cell, 

Where lazy fogs and drizzling vapours dwell : | 
Thither raw damps on drooping wings repair, 
And ſhiy'ring quartans ſhake the ſickly air. ; 
There, when fatigu'd, ſome ſilent hours 1 paſs, | 
And ſubſtitute phyſicians i in "7 place, 


* Sir Richard 18 + King 1 p. 305. 
4 King Arthur, p. 3a 7. 5 Prince Arthur, p. 130. 


$6 DISPENSAR . 


Then dare not, for the future, once rehearſe 
The diſſonance of ſuch untuneful yerſe. - 
But in your lines let energy be found., 
And learn te riſe in ſenſe, and fink in ſound. 
Harſh words, tho? pertinent, uncouth; appear; 
None pleaſe the fancy, which offend the ear. 
In ſenſe and numbers if you wou'd excell, 
Read Wycherly, conſider Dryden well. 
In one, what-vig rous turns of fancy ſhine! 
In th' other, ſirens warble in each line. 
If Dorſet's ſprightly muſe but touch the lyre, 
The ſmiles and graces melt in ſoft deſue, 
And little loves confeſs their am rous fire f. 
The gentle Iſis claims the ivy crown, _ 
To bind th' immortal brows of Addiſon. TE 
As tuneful Congreve tries his rural ſtrains, 
Pan quits the woods, the liſt'ning fawns the plains; ; 
And Philomel, in notes like his, complains. | | 
And Britain, ſince * Pauſanias was writ, | 
Know Spartan virtue, and Atkenian wit, 
When Stepney paints the godlike acts of kings, 
Or, what Apollo dictates, Prior ſings. f 
The banks of Rhine a pleas'd attention how, 
And ſilver Sequana forgets to flow. 

Such juſt examples carefully read o'er, 
Slide without falling, without ſtraining, ſoar. 
Oft tho your ſtrokes ſurpriſe, vou ſhould not chuſe 
A theme ſo —_ 97s a virgin Muſe. 


. The Tiber now no gentle Gallus ſces, 
But ſmiling Thames enjoys her Normanbys. 


»Pauſanias, written- by Mr Norton. 


Long did F Apelles his fam'd piece decline, 

is Alexander was his laſt deſign« 7 540 

'Tis Montague's rich vein alone math gs J 

None but. a Phidias ſhould attempt a Jove ft. 

The fury paus d, till with a frigbtful ſound 

A riſing whirlwind burſt th nuhallow'd — | 
hen ſhe. -The deity we. — 5 
ho' diſtant, rules and influences all. 

traight for her favour to her court repair; 
Important embaſſies aſk wings of air. 

5 Each wond' ring ſtood... But Horoſcope 5 great ut. 


That dangers ne'er alarm, nor doubts control, 

Rais d on the pinions of the bounding wind, | 

Out-flew the rack, and left the hours behind. 
The ev'niag now with bluſhes warms the air, | 

MT he ſleer refigns the yoke, the hind his care. 

he clouds above with golden edgings glows 

and falling dews refreſh. the earth below. 8 

he bat with ſooty wings flits thro' the gore, 3 | 


\ 


he. reeds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the aſpines move, 
nd all the feather d folks forbear their lays of love. 
hro' the tranſparent region of the Kies, 

Swift as a wiſh. the miſſionary flies. 

With wonder he ſurveys the upper air, | 

And the 8a gilded meteors ſporting there. 


+ See Hor. B. 2. 1 I. Plin, Plaut. Cie. Ep. Val. 
Max. b 

The fury ſaid; and vaniſhing from ſight, 

Cry'd out, to arms; ſo left the realms of light. 
The combatants to th* enterpriſe conſent, 

And the next day ſmil'd on the great event. 


* 


\ 


* 
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How lambent jellies kindling in the night, 
Shoot thro' the acther in à trail of light; 
How riſing ſteams in th* azure fluid blend, 
Or fleet in dont, or ſoft in ſhow'rs defend; 


Or if the Rubborn tage of cold prevail, 
In flakes they fly; of fall in moulded hall. 
How honey-dews embalm the fragrant morn, 
And the fair oak with lyſcious fweets adorn. 
How heat and moiſture mingle in a maſs, 

Or belch in thunder, or in lightning blaze. 
Why nimble coruſcations ſtrike the eye, 
And bold tornado's bluſter in the ſky. 
Why a prolific Aura upwards tends, 
Ferments, and in a livitig ſhow'r deſtends. 
How vapours hangitig on the tow'ring hills 

In breezes ſigh, or weep itt warbling rills: 
Whence infant winde their tender pinlons try, 
And river-gods their thirſty urns fupply. 

{ The worid'ting ſage purſnes his alry flight, 
And braves the chill unwholeſome damps of night: 
He views the tracts where luminarles rove, 

To ſettle ſeaſons here, and fates above.. 

The bleak Arcturus ſtill forbid the ſeas, 

The ſtormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ; 

The + hlolog Lyre with ſtrains attraQting more 
Hoav'n's glitt ring manſions now than f hell's before; 
Glad Caſſiopeia circling in the ſky, 

And each fair Churchil of the Galaxy. 


+ Orpheus's harp made a conſtellation. 
See Manil. 
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With bluſhing lips breathes out —— "= 
Each flow'r in dew their ſhoxrt-liv'd empire: weeps, 
And Cynthia with her lov'd Endymion fleeps. —_ 
As through the gloam the Magus cuts: _———_ a 
Imperfect objects nn 10 
Dim he diſcerns majeſtic Atlas riſ e,, 

And bend beneath tho burden of the tiles. * 
His tow ring brows. aloft no tempeſts know, 5 
Whilſt light'ning flies, and thunder rolls below. 

Diſtant from hence beyond a waſte of plains, 
Proud Teneriff his giant brether reigns; 
With breathing fire his pitcby noſtrils glow,, 
As from his ſides he ſhakes the flecey ſnow. _ 
Around this hoary prince, from wat'ry beds, 
His ſubject iſlands raiſe their verdant heads; 

The waves ſo gently waſh each riſing hill, 
The land ſeems floating, and the-ocean ſtill. 

Eternal ſpring with ſmiling verdure here 
Warms the mild air, and crowns the youthful year. 
From cryſtal rocks tronſparent riv'lets low: 

The tuberoſe ever breathes, and violets blow. 
The vine undreſs'd her ſwelling cluſters bears, 


The lab'ring hind the mellow olive cheers; 


Bloſſoms and fruit at once the * eitron ſhows, 
And as the pays, diſcovers ſtill ſhe owes. 

The orange to her ſun her pride diſpluys, - 
And gilds her ſragrant apples with his rays. 

No blaſts e'er diſeompoſe the peaceful (ky, 


The ſprings but murmur, and the winds but ſigh. 


+ Wall. 
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"The tuneful ſwans on gliding rivers float, 
And, warbling dirges, die on ev'ry note. 
Where Flora treads, her Zephyr garlands flings, 
And ſcatters odours from his purple wings; 
Whilſt birds from woodbine bow'rs and jeſmine grove 
Chant their glad nuptials, and unenvy'd loves. 
Mild ſeaſons, riſing hills, and ſilent dales, 
Cool grotto's, ſilver brooks, and flow'ry vales, 
Groves fill d with balmy ſhrubs in pomp appear, 
And ſcent with gales of ſweets the circling year. 
Theſe happy iſles, where endleſs pleaſures wait, 
Are ſtiPd by tuneful bards the Fortunate. 
On high, where no hoarſe winds nor clouds reſort, | 
The hoodwink*d goddeſs keeps her partial court. 
Upon a wheel of amethyſt ſhe its, | 
Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles and frowns by fits. 
In this till labyrinth, around her lie 
Spells, philters, globes, and ſchemes of palmiſtry 
A ſigil in this hand the gypſy bears, 
In th' other a prophetic ſieve and ſheers.. 
The dame, by divination, knew that foon © 
The Magus wou'd appear and then begun: 
Hail ſacred ſeer! thy embaſſy I know, 
Wars muſt enſue, the fates will have it ſo. 
Dread fates ſhall follow, and diſaſters great, 
{ Vills charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet: 
Both ſides ſhall conquer, and yet both ſhall fail: 
The mortar now, and then the urinal. 


+ This ſtone reckoned fortunate ; z ſee the Hiſt, of 
Nat. Magic. 


See the Allnſion, Lucan, 


rope 
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To thee alone my influence 1 owe ; | 
Where nature has deny'd, my favours flow. 


'Tis I that give, ſo mighty is my/pow'r, 


Faith to the Jew, complexion to. the Moor. 
I am the wretch's wiſh, the rook's pretence, 
The ſluggard's caſe, the coxcomb's providence. 


Sir Scrape-quill, once a ſupple ſmiling ſlave, 
Looks lofty now, and inſolently grave; 


Builds, ſettles, purchaſes, and has each hour 


Caps from the rich, and curſes from the poor. 

Spadillio, that at table ſerv'd o late, 

Drinks rich Tockay himſelf, and cats in plate; 

Has levees, villas, miſtreſſes in ſtore, 

And owns the racers which he rubb'd before. 
Souls heavenly born, my faithleſs boans defy ; 

The brave is to himſelt a deity. 

Tho' bleſt Aſtrea's gone, ſome ſoil remains 

Where fortune is the ſlave, and merit reigns. | 
The Tiber boaſts his Julian progeny, 

Thames his Naſſau, the Nile his Ptolomy. 

Iberia, yet for future ſway deſign'd, 

Shall, for a Heſſe, a greater Mordaunt find. 

Thus + Ariadne in proud triumph rode; 


She loſt a t hero, and ſhe found a 5 god. 
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+ See Steph. t Theſcus. 5 Bacchus, 
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"The tuneful ſwans on gliding rivers float, 
And, warbling dirges, die on ev'ry; note. 

Where Flora treads, her Zephyr garlands flings, 

And ſcatters odours from his purple wings ; 


Whilſt birds from woodbine-bow'rs and jeſmine groyg 


Chant their glad nuptials, and unenvy'd loves. 
Mild ſeaſons, riſing hills, and ſilent dales, 
Cool grotto's, ſilver brooks, and flow'ry vales, 
Groves fill'd with balmy ſhrubs in pomp appear, 
And ſcent with gales of ſweets the circling year. 


' Theſe happy iſles, where endleſs pleaſures wait, 


Are ſtiPd by tuneful bards-——the Fortunate. 

On high, where no hoarſe winds nor clouds reſort, 
The hood wink'd goddeſs keeps her partial court. 
Upon a wheel of amethyſt ſhe fits, 

Gives and reſumes, and ſmiles-and frowns by fits, 
In this till labyrinth, around her lie 2 
Spells, philters, globes, and ſchemes of e 
A ſigil in this hand the gypſy bears, 

In th' other a prophetic ſieve and ſneers. 

The dame, by divination, knew that ſoon 
The Magus wou'd appear - and. then begun: 
Hail ſacred ſeer! thy embaſly I know, 

Wars muſt enſue, the fates will have it ſo. 

Dread fates ſhall follow, and diſaſters great, 

{ Vills charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet: 
Both ſides ſhall conquer, and yet both ſhall fail ; 
The mortar now, and then the urinal. 6 


+ This ſtone reckoned 3 ; ſee the Hiſt, of, 


Nat. Magic. | 
See the Allnſion, Lucan, 
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To thee alone my influence I owe; 
Where nature has deny'd, my favours flow. 
'Tis I that give, ſo mighty 1s my/pow'r, | 
Faith to the Jew, complexion to the Moor. 

I am the wretch's wiſh, the rook's pretence, 
The ſluggard's caſe, the coxcomb's providence. 
Sir Scrape-quill, once-a ſupple ſmiling ſlave, 
Looks lofty now, and inſolently grave; 

Builds, ſettles, purchaſes, and has each. hour 
Caps from the rich, and curſes from the poor. 
Spadillio, that at table ferv'd o' late, 
Drinks rich Tockay himſelf, and cats in plate; 
Has levees, villas, miſtreſſes in ſtore, bs 
And owns the racers which he rubb'd before. 

Souls heavenly born, my faithleſs boons r "We 
The brave is to himſelt a deity. | | 
Tho' bleſt Aſtrea's gone, ſome ſoil remains 
Where fortune is the ſlave, and merit reigns. 

The Tiber boaſts his Julian progeny, 

Thames his Naſſau, the Nile his Ptolomy. 
Iberia, yet for future ſway deſign'd, 

Shall, for a Heſſe, a greater Mordaunt find. 
Thus + Ariadne in proud triumph rode; 


She loſt a 4 hero, and ſhe found a 5 god. 


+ See Steph. + Theſcus. 5 Bacchus, 
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Winbosennn, with dan poppies erown'(, 
Had fpread her ſhady pin ions o'er the ground; 
And flumb'ring chiefs of painted triumphs dream, 
While groves and ſtreams are the ſoft virgin" s theme; 
The ſurges gently daſh agalnſt the ſhore, 
Flocks quit the plains, and galley-flaves the oar ; 
Sleep ſhakes its downy wings o'er mortal eyes, 
Mirmillo is the only wretch it flies; 

He finds no refpite from his anxious grief; 

Then ſecks from this folitoquy, relief. 

Long have l reign'd unrival'd in the town, 
Opprem d with fees, and deafen'd with renown. 
None e'er cou'd die with due folemnity, 

Unleſs his paſſport firſt was ſign'd by me. 
My arbitrary bounty's undeny'd ; | 
I give reverſions, and for heirs provide. 
None cou'd the tedious nuptial ſtate ſupport, 
But I to make it eaſy, make it ſhort. | 
I ſet the diſcontented 'matrons free, 
And ranſom huſbands from captivity. 
Shall one of ſuch importance then engage 
In noiſy riot, and in civil rage ? 
No: I'll endeavour ſtraight a peace, and ſo 
Preſerve my character, and perſon too. 

But Diſcord, that ſtill haunts with hideous mien 
Thoſe dire abodes where Hymen once hath been, 


1 


CA MY;G 
©c'r-heard Mirmillo's anguiſh, then begun 


In peeviſh actions to expreſs her own. 


Have 1 fo often baniſh'd lazy Peace 

From her dark ſolitude, and lov'd receſs ? 
Have I made South and Sherlock diſa gree, 
And puzzle truth with learn'd obſcurity ? 
And does the faithful Ferguſon profes 
His ardour ſtill for animoſities? 

Have l, Britannia's ſafety to enſure, 

E xpos'd her naked, to be moſt ſecure ? 
Have I made parties oppoſite unite 

In monſtrous leagues of amicable ſpite, 
To curſe their country, whilſt the common cry. 


ls freedom, but their aim, the miniſtry ? 


And ſhall a daſtard's cowardice prevent 
The war ſo long I've labour'd to foment ? 
No, 'tis reſoly'd, he either ſhall comply, 
Or I'll renounce my wan divinity, 
With that, the hag, approach'd Mirmillo's bed, 
And taking Querpo's meagre ſhape, ſhe ſaid; 
At noon. of night I haſten, to diſpel 
Thoſe tumults in your penſive boſom dwell. 
I dream'd but now I heard your heaving ſighs, 
Nay, ſaw the tears debating in your eyes. 


O that 'twere but a dream! but threats I find 
Lowr in your looks, and rankle in your mind. 


Speak, whence it is this late diforder flows, 


That ſhakes your ſoul, and troubles your repoſe. 


Miſtakes in practice ſcarce cou'd give you pain 


Too well you know the dead will ne'er complain. 


What looks diſcover, ſaid the homicide, 


Wou' d be a fruitleſs induſtry to hide. 


E 
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My ſafety firſt I muſt conſult, and then 
T11 ſerve our ſuff ring party with my pen. 
All ſhou'd, reply'd the hag, their talent learn; 

The moſt attempting oft the leaſt diſcern. 

Let Peterborough ſpeak, and Vanbrugh write, 
Soft Acon court, and rough Caecinna fight. 

Such muſt ſucceed; but when th* enervate aim 
Beyond their force, they ſtill contend for ſhame : 
Had Colbatch printed nothing of his own, | 
He had not been the Saffold o' the town. 

Aſſes and owls, unſeen, their kind betray, 

If theſe attempt to hoot, or thoſe to bray. 

Had Weltley never aim'd in verſe to pleaſe, 

Me had not rank'd him with our Ogilbys. 

Still cenſures will on dull pretenders fall; 

A Codrus ſhou'd expect a Juvenal. 

Ill lines but like ill paintings, are allow'd, 

To ſet off, and to recommend the good. 

So diamonds take a luſtre from their foyle; 

And to a Bently 'tis we owe a Boyle. 

Conſider well the talent you poſſeſs; 

To ſtrive to make it more would make it leſs: 
And recollect what gratitude is due, 

To thoſe whoſe party you abandon now. 
To them you owe your odd magnificence ; 

But to your ſtars your magazine of ſenſe. 

Haſp'd in a tombril, aukward have you ſhin'd, 
With one fat ſlave before, and none behind“. 


* But ſoon what they've exalted they'll diſcard, 
And ſet up Carus or the eity-bard. 
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Then haſte and join your true intrepid friends; 
Succeſs on vigour and diſpatch depends. 


Lab'ring in doubts Mirmillo ſtood, then ſaid, 


'Tis hard to undertake, if gain diſſuade ;/ 


What fool for noiſy feuds large fees wou'd leave ? 


Ten harveſts more would all 1 wiſh for give. 


True, man, reply'd the elf; by choice diſeas'd, 


Ever contriving pain, and never pleas'd ; 
& preſent good they ſlight, an abſent chuſe; 


And what they have, for what they have not, loſe. 


Falſe proſpects all their true delights deſtroy ; 
Reſolv'd to want, yet lab'ring to enjoy. 

In reſtleſs hurries thoughtleſsly they liye, 

At ſubſtance oft unmov'd, for ſhadows grieve. 
Children at toys, as men at titles, aim; 
And in effect both covet but the ſame. 

This Philip's ſon prov'd in revolving years; 
And firſt for rattles, then for worlds qed tears. 

The fury ſpoke, then in a moment fir'd 
The hero's breaſt with tempeſts, and retir'd. 

In boding dreams Mirmillo ſpent the night, 
And frightful phanto11s danc'd before his ſight, 
Till the pale Pleiades clos'd their eyes of light. 
At length gay morn glows in the eaſtern ſkies ; | 
The larks in raptures thro' the acther riſe; 

The azure mitts ſeud o'er the dewy lawns ; 


The chaunter at his early matins yawns : 


Alarm'd at this, the hero courage took, 
And ſtorms of terror threaten'd in his look. 


My dread reſolves, he cry'd, I'll ſtraight purſue: 


The fury ſatisfy'd, in ſmiles withdrew. 
| * 
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The am'ranth opes its leaves, the lys its bells; 
And Progne her complaint of Tereus tells. 

As bold Mirmillo the gray dawn deſcries, 
Arm'd cap-a-pe, where honour calls, he flies, 
And finds the legions planted at their poſt; 
Where mighty Querpo fill'd the eye the, moſt. | 
His arms were made, if we may credit fame, 

By * Mulciber, the mayor of Bromingham. 

Of temper'd ſtibium the bright ſhield was caſt, 

+ And yet the work the metal far ſurpais'd. 

A foliage of the vulnerary leaves; 

Gray'd round the brim, the wond'ring fight deceives 3 
Around the centre fate's bright trophies lay, 
Probes, ſaws, inciſion-knives, and tools to ſlay : 
Emboſt upon the field, a battle ſtood 

Of leeches ſpouting haemorrhoidal blood. 

The artiſt too expreſs d the ſolemn ſtate 

Of grave phyſicians at a conſult met; 

About each ſymptom how they diſagree ; 

But how unanimous in caſe of fee, 

Whilſt each aſſaſſin his learn'd colleague tires 
With learn'd impertincuce, the ſick expires. 

| Beneath this blazing orb bright Querpo ſhone, 

Himſelf an Atlas, and his ſhield a moon : | 

A peſtle for his truncheon led the van; 

And his high helmet was a cloſs-ſtool pan : 

His creſt an | Ibis, brandiſhing her beak, 


See the Alluſion, Hom, Iliad. B. 18, Virg. An. B. 8, 


+ See Ovid. Met. B. a. 
t This bird, according to the ancients, gives itſelf a 


clyſter with its beak, 
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And winding in looſe folds her ſpiral neck. 

This, when the young * Querpoides beheld, 

His face in nurſe's breaſt the boy conceal'd; 

Then peep'd, and with th* effulgent helm would play, 
And as the monſter gap'd wou'd ſnhrink away. 

Thus ſometithes joy prevail'd, and ſometimes fear; 
And tears and ſmiles alternate paſſions were. 

As Querpo towring ſtood in martial might, 
'Pacific Carus ſparkted on the fight; - | 
An + Oran outang O'er his ſhoulders hung, 

His plume confeſs'd the capon whience it ſprung ; 
His motly mail ſcarce cou'd the hero bear, 
Haranguing thus the tribunes of the war. 
_ Fam'd chiefs, 5 
For preſent triumphs born, deſign'd for more, 
Your virtue I admire, your valour more ; 
If battle be reſolv d, you'll find this hand 
'Can deal out deſtiny, and fate command. 
Our foes in throngs ſhall hide the crimſon plain, 
And their Apollo interpoſe in vain. 
Tho' gods themſelves engage, a Diomed 
With eaſe cou'd ſhow a deity can bleed. 

But war's rough trade ſhou'd be by fools profeſt, 
The trueſt rubbiſh fills a trench the beſt. 

Let quinces throttle, and the quartan ſhake ; 
Or dropſies drown, and gouts and colics rack; 


* Alluding to Aſtyanax. See Hom. ll. 

+ The ſkin of a diſſected baboon called fo. 

+ See Hom, II. B. 3. | 
3 
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Let ſword and peſtilence lay waſte, while we 

Wage bloodleſs wars, and fight in theory. 

Who wants not merit needs not arm for fame; 

The dead I raiſe, my chivalry proclaim ; 

Diſeaſes baifled, and loſt health reſtor'd, 

In fame's bright liſt my victories record: 

More lives from me their preſervation own, 

Than lovers loſe if fair Cornelia frown. _ 
Your cures, ſhrill Querpo cry'd, aloud to tell, 

But wiſely your miſcarriages conceal. 

Zeno, a prielt, in Samothrace of old, 

Thus reaſon'd with Philopidas the bold; 

Immortal gods you own, but think em blind 

To what concerns the ſtate of haman kind; 

Either they hear not, or regard not pray'r, 

That argues want of pow'r, and this of care. 

Allow that wiſdom infinite muſt know, 

Pow'r infinite muſt act; I grant it ſo: 

Haſte ſtraight to Neptune's fane, ſurvey with zeal 

The walls : What then? reply'd the infidel. 

Obſerve thoſe num'rous throngs in effigy, 

The gods have ſav'd from the devouring ſea: 

'Tis true, their pictures that eſcap'd you keep; 

But where are theirs that periſh'd in the deep? 
Vaunt now no mare the triumph of your kill ; 

But, tho' unſee'd, exert your arm, and kill. 

Our ſcouts have learn'd the poſture of the foe ; 


In war ſurpriſes ſureſt conduct ſhow. 


But Fame, that neither good nor bad conceals; 
That Fembroke's worth, and Ormond's valour tells; 


How truth in Burnet, how in Cav'ndiſh, reigns; 
Varro's magnificence, with Maro's trains; 


CAT TY Ve 


But how at church and bar all gape and ſtretch, 
If Winnington plead, or South or Only preach ; 
On nimble wings to Warwick-Lane repairs, 

And what the enemy intends declares. 

Confuſion in each countenance appear'd; 
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A council's call'd; and * Stentor firſt was hear df; 


His lab'ring lungs the throng'd praetorium rent, 
Addreſſing thus the paſſive preſident. 

+ Machaon, whoſe experience we adore, 
Great as your matchleſs merit is your pow'r. 
At your approach, the baffled tyrant Death 


Breaks his keen ſhafts and grinds his claſhing teeth. 


To you we leave the conduct of the day; 
What you command your vaſſals muſt obey. . 
If this dread enterpriſe you wou'd decline, 
We'll ſend to treat, and ſtifle the deſign. 

But if my arguments had force, we'd try 

To humble our audacious foes, or die ||. 


* Dr. Goodall. 

+ True to extremes; yet to dull forms a ſlave, 
He's always dully gay, or vainly grave, 
With indignatien, and a daring air, 

He paus'd awhile, and thus addrefs'd the chair, 

Sir Thomas Millington. 

What Stentor offer'd was by ol approv'd : 

But ſev'ral voices fev'ral methods mov'd. 
At length th' advent'rous heroes all agree 
T' expect the foe, and act defenſively, 

Into the ſhop their bold battalions move; 


And what their chief commands the reſt approve. 
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Our ſpite, they Il find, to their advantage leaus; 
The end is good, no matter for the means. 

So modern caſuiſts their talents try, 

Uprightly for the ſake of truth to lye. 

He had not bnith'd, till th' out · guards deſery d 
Bright columns move in formidable pride ; 
The paſſing pomp. {o dazzled from afar, 

It ſeem'd a triumph, rather than a war. 
Tho' wide the front, tho' groſs the phalanx grew, 
it look'd leſs dreadful as it nearer drew. 

The adverſe hoſt for action ſtraight prepare; 
All eager to unveil the face of war, 

Their chiefs lace on their helms, and take the field; 
And to their truſty ſquire reſign the ſhield : 

'To paint each knight, their ardor and alarms, 
 Wov'd aſk the Muſe that ſung the frogs in arms. 
And now the ſignal ſimmons to the fray ; 
Mock faulchions flaſh, and paltry enſigns play. 
Their patron god his ſilver bow-ſtrings twangs; 
Tough harneſs ruſtles, and bold armour clangs : 
The piercing cauſtics ply their ſpiteful pow'r; 

Emetics ranch, and keen cathartics ſcour : 


Down from the walls they tear the ſhelves in haſt 

Which on their flank for paliſades are plac'd ;; | 

And then, behind the counter rang'd they ſtand, 
Their front ſo well ſecur'd t“ obey command. 


And now the ſcouts the adverſe hoſt deſcry ; Bi 
Blue aprons in the air for colours fly : don 
With unreſiſted force they urge their way, oon 

And find the foe embattled in array, And 
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The deadly drugs in double doſes fly ; 
And peltles peal a martial ſymphony. 
Now from their levell'd ſyringes they pour 

The liquid volley of a miſſive ſhow'r. 

Not ſtorms of fleet, which o'er the Baltic drive, 
puſh'd on by northern guſts, ſuch horror give. 
Like ſpouts in ſouthern ſeas the deluge broke, 

And numbers ſunk beneath th' impetuous ſtroke. 

So when leviathans diſpute the reign 

And uncontroll'd dominion of the main; 

From the rent rocks whole coral groves are torn, 
And iſles of ſea-weed on the waves are borne. 
Such wat'ry ſtores from their ſpread noſtrils fly, 
'Tis doubtful which is ſea, and which is ſky. 

And now the ſtagg'ring braves, led by deſpair, 

Advance, and to return the charge prepare. 

Each ſeizes for his ſhield a ſpacious ſcale, 

And the braſs weights fly thick as ſhow'rs of hail. 
Whole heaps of warriors welter on the ground, 
Vith gally-pots and broken phials crown'd ; : 
Vhilſt empty jars the dire defeat reſound. 

Thus when ſome ſtorm its cryſtal quarry rends, 
nd Jove in rattVing ſhow'rs of ice deſcends; 

Mount Athos ſhakes the foreſts on his brow, 

Vhilſt down his wounded ſides freſh torrents flow, 
nd leaves and limbs of trees o'erſpread the vale 
below. 
But now, all order loſt, promiſcuous blows 
-onfus'dly fall; perplex'd the battle grows, 
rom * Stentor's arm a malſly opiate flies 3 
\nd ſtraight a deadly ſleep clos'd Carus' eyes. 


Dr Goodall againſt Dr Tyſon, | 
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At + Colon great Sertorius buckthorn flung, 
Who with fierce gripes, like thoſe of death, was ſtung, 
But with a dauntleſs and diſdainful mein 
Hurl'd back ſteel pills, and hit him on the ſpleen, 
I Chiron attack'd 'Valthybius with ſuch might, 
One paſs had paunch'd the huge hydropic knight; 
Who ſtraight retreated to evade the wound, 
But in a flood of apozem was drown'd. 
This || Viylas ſaw, and to the victor ſaid, 
Thou ſhalt not long ſurvive th' unwieldy dead; 
Thy fate ſhall follow 3 to confirm it ſwore, 
By th“ image of Priapus, which he bore : 
And rals'd an J eagle-ſtone, invoking loud 

On Cynthia, leaning o'er a filver cloud, 
Great queen of night, and empreſs of the ſeas! 
If faithful to thy midnight myſteries, 
If (till obſervant of my early vows, 
Theſe hands have eas'd the mourning matron's throws, 
Direct this rais'd avenging arm aright ; 
8o may loud cymbals aid thy lab'ring light. 
He ſaid, and let the pond'rous fragment fly . 
At Chiron, but learn'd Hermes put it by. 

Though the haranguing god ſurvey'd the war, 
That day the Muſes ſons were not his care. 
| Two friends, adepts, the Triſmegiſts by name, 
Alike their features, and alike their flame. | 
As ſimpling near fair Tweed each ſung by turn, 
The liſt'ning river would negle& his urn. 


+ Dr Birch. f Dr Gill againſt Dr Ridley, 
| Dr Chamberlain $ Sec Plin, 
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Thoſe lives they fail'd to reſcue by their (kill, 
Their“ Muſe could make immortal with her quill; 
But learn'd enquiries after Nature's ſtate 
Diſſolv'd the league, and kindled a debate. 
The one, for lofty labours fruitful known, 
Fill'd diagazines with volumes of his own, 
At his once-tavour'd friend a tome he threw, 
That from its birth had ſlept unſeen till now; 
Stunn'd with the blow the batter'd bard retir'd, 
Sunk down, and in a ſimile expir'd. 

And now the cohorts ſhake, the legions ply, 
The yielding flanks confels the victory. 
Stentor undaunted ſtill, with noble rage 
Sprung thro' the battle, Querpo to engage. 


Fierce was the onſet, the diſpute was great, 


Both could not vanquiſh, neither would retreat; 
Each combatant his adverſary mauls, 
With batter'd bed-pans, and ſtav'd urinals, 
On Stentor's crelt the uſeful cryſtal breaks, 
And tears of amber gutter'd down his checks ; 
But whilſt the champion, as late rumours tell, 
Detign'd a ſure decilivg ſtroke, he fell ; 
And us the victor hov'ring o'er him Good, 
With arms extended, thus the ſuppliant fu'd. 
When honour's loſt, 'tis a relict to die; 
Death's but a ſure retreat from inſamy. 
But to the loſt, it pity might be ſhown, . 
Reflect on young Querpoides thy fon; 
Then pity mine, for ſuch an infant-grace 
Smiles in his eyes, and flatters in his face, 


„ See Tall. 
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The 

If he was near; compaſſion he'd create, He « 
Or elſe lament his wretched parent's fate. T 
Thine is the glory, and the field is thine; Tm 
To thee the lov'd * Diſpens'ry I reſign. on 
At this the victors own ſuch exſtactes, Wit 
As Memphian prieſts, if their Oſiris ſneeze: But 
Or champions with. Olympic clangor fir'd ; dal 
or ſimp'ring prudes with ſprightly Nantz inſpit'd; 1 


Or ſultans rais'd from dungeons to a crown; 
Or faſting zealots when the ſermon's done. 

A while the chief the deadly ſtroke declin'd, 
And found compaſſion pleading in his mind. 
But whilſt he view'd with pity the diſtreſs'd, 

He ſpy'd  Signetur writ upon his breaſt, 

Then tow'rds the-ſkies he toſs'd his threatning hand, 

And fir'd with more than mortal fury, ſaid. 
Sooner than I'll from vow'd revenge deſiſt, 

His Holineſs ſhall turn a Quietiſt; 

Janſenius and the Jeſuits agree; o 

The inquiſition wink at hereſy ; 

Warm convocations own the church ſecure, 

And more conſult her doctrint than her pow'r. 
With that he drew a lancet in his rage, 

To puncture the (till ſupplicating ſage. 

But while his thoughts that fatal ſtroke decrec, 

Apollo'interpos'd in form of fee. 


See the alluſion, Virg. Xn. 
+ Thoſe members of the college that obſerve a late 
ſtatute, are called by the apothecaries Signetur mer. 
1 Faith ſtand unmov'd thro' Stilfingflect's defence ; 


And Locke for myſtery abandon ſenſe. 
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The chief great Pacan's golden treſſes knew, 
He own'd the god, and his rais'd arm withdrew. 
Thus often at the Temple-ſtairs we've ſeen 
Two Tritons of a rough athletic mien, 
Saurly diſpute ſome quarrel of the. flood, | 
With knuckles bruis'd, and face beſmear'd i in blood; 
But at the firſt appearance of a fare, 
Both quit the fray, and to their oars repair. 
The hero ſo his enterpriſe recalls, 
His fiſt unclenches, and the weapon falls. 
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| Ws, the ſhrill clangor of the battle rings, 


Auſpieious Health appear'd on Zephyr's wings; 
She ſeem'd a cherub moſt divinely bright, 


More ſoft than air, more gay than morning light. 
A charm ſhe takes from each excelling fair, 
And borrows Carliſle's ſhape, and Grafton's air: 
Her eyes like Ranelagh's their beams diſpenſe, 
With Churchill's bloom, and Berkley's innocence. 
On Iris thus the differing * beams beſtow 
The dye that paints the wonders of her bow. 
From the fair nymph a vocal mulic falls, 
As to Machaon thus the goddeſs calls. 
Enough th' achievement of your arms you've ſhown; 
Lou ſeek a triumph you ſhou'd bluſh to own. 
Haſte to th* Elyſian- fields, thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 
Where Harvey ſits among the demi-gods = 
Conſult that ſacred ſage, he'll ſoon diſcloſe 
The method that muſt molliſy theſe woes. 
Let + Celſus for that enterpriſe prepare; 
His conduct to the ſhades ſhall be my care. 
Aghalt the heroes ſtood, diſſolv'd in fear; 
A form ſo heav'nly bright they cou'd not bear: 
Celſus alone unmov'd, the ſight beheld ; 
The reſt in pale confuſion leſt the field. 


See Newt. of Col. + Dr Bateman, 
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So when the Pygmies, marſhall'd on the plains, 
Wage puny war againſt th' invading cranes ; 
The puppets to their bod kin ſpears repair, 

And ſcatter'd feathers flutter in the air : 

But when the bold imperial bird of Jove 

Stoops on his ſounding pinions from above, 
Among the brakes the fairy nation crowds, 
And the Strymonian ſquadron ſeeks the clouds. 

And now the delegate prepares to go, 

And view the wonders of -the realms below ; 
Then takes Amomum for the golden bough. 
Thrice did the goddeſs with her ſacred wand 
The pavement ſtrike ; and ſtraight at her command 
The willing ſurface opens, and deſeries 

A deep deſcent that leads to nether ſkies. 

* Hygela to the ſilent region tends ; 

And with his heav'nly guide the charge Atte 
Thus Numa, when to hallow'd caves retir'd, 

Was by + Zgeria guarded and inſpir'd. 

Within the chambers of the globe they ſpy 

The beds where ſleeping vegetables lie, 

Till the glad ſummons of a genial ray 

Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day, 
Hence panſies trick themſelves in various hew, 
And hence jonquills derive their fragrant dew ; 
Hence the carnation and'the baſhful roſe 

Their virgin bluſhes to the morn diſcloſe ; 


* Health, coledentod by the ancients as a odd. | 
* See Ov. Met. 
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Hence the chaſte lily riſes to the light, 

Unveils her ſnowy breaſts, and charms the ſight ;. 

Hence arbours are with twining greens array'd, 

T' oblige complaining lovers with their ſhade; - 

And hence on Daphne's laurel forehead grow 

Immortal wreaths for Phoebus and Naſſau. 

I) be inſects here their lingring trance ſurvive; 
Benumb'd they ſeem, and doubtful if alive ; 

From winter's fury hitter they repair, 

And ſtay tor milder ſkies and ſofter air. 

Down to theſe cells obſcener reptiles creep, 

Where hateful newts and painted lizards ſleep ; 

Where ſnhiv' ring ſnakes the ſummer ſolſtice wait, 

Unfutl their painted folds, and flide in ſtate. 

Here their new form the numb'd + erucae hide, 

Their num'rous feet in ſlender bandage ty'd : 

Soon as the kindling year begins to riſe, 

This upſtart race their native clod deſpiſe, 

And proud of painted wings attempt the ſkies. 

Nov thoſe profounder regions they explore, 

Where metals ripen in vaſt cakes of ore : 

Here, ſullen to the ſight, at large is ſpread 

The dull unwieldly maſs of lumpiſh lead; 

There, glimm'ring in their dawning beds, are ſcen 

The light afpiring ſeeds of ſprightly tin; 

The copper ſparkles right in ruddy ſtreaks, 

And in the gloom betrays it ag low ing cheeks ; 

The ſilver, then, with bright and burniſh'd grace, 

Youth and a blooming luſtre in its face, 


_ | 
| + See Gedart of caterpillars.and butterflies. 
See Yald, on mines. 
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To th' arms of thoſe more vieding me 
And in the folds of their embraces li 
So cloſe they cling, fo ſtubbornly retire; 
Their loye's more violent than the chymiſt's fire; 
Near theſe the delegate with wonder ſpies 
Where floods of living ſilver ſerpentiſe ;— 
Where richeſt metals their bright looks put on, 
And golden ſtreams through amber cbaunels run, 
Where light's gay god defcends to ripen gems, 
And lend a luſtre brighter than his beams: 

Here he obſerves the ſubterranean cells, 
Where wanton Nature ſports in idle ſhells, 
Some helicoeids, ſome conical appear: 
Theſe miters emulate, thoſe'turbans are. 
Here marcaſites in various figures wait, 
To ripen to a true metallic-ſtatez - 
Till drops that from impending rocks deſcend 
Their ſubſtance petrify, and progreſs end. 
Nigh livid ſeas of kindled falfur flow, 
And, whilſt enrag'd, their fiery ſurges glow, 
Convulſions in the lab'ring mountains riſe, 
And hurl their melted vitals to the ſkies. 

He views with horror next the noiſy cave, 
Where with hoarſe dins impriſon'd tempeſts rave; 
Where clam'rous hurricanes attempt their flight, 

Or, whirling in tumultuous eddies, fight. 

The warring winds unmov'd Hygeia heard, 

Brav'd their loud jars, but much for Celſus ſear'd, 
Andromeda, fo whilſt her hero fought, 

Shook for his danger, but her own forgot. + 

And now the goddeſs with her charge deſcends, 
Where ſcarce one chearful glimpſe their ſteps befriends, 
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an Zeit: r he 11 
Here his 13 — Gar old Chaos _ oi ad 4 
And undiſturb? d. by form, in ſilence ſleeps. 

A griſly wight, and hideous te the eye, 
An awkward lump of, ſhapeleſs anarchy. afl 
With ſordid age his features are defac'd; | 
His lands unpeopl'd, and his countries — 

To theſe dark realms much learned lumber ereapss 
There copious Morton ſafe. in ſilence A 
Where muſhroom libels, in oblivion He iul s 1. 
And, ſoon as born, like other monſters die. 
Upon a couch of jet in theſe abodes, 

Dull Night, his melancholy conſort, nods. 
No ways and means their cabinet employ ;..- 
But their dark hours they waſte in barren voi = 

| Nigh this receſs, with terror they ſuryey 
Where death maintains his dread tyrannic ax: ; 
In the eloſe covert of a cypreſs grove, /, 
Where goblins frilk, and airy ſpectres rove, f 
Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide, 
And there the monar ch O triumphs are ras 
Confus'd, and wildly huddled to the eye, 

The beggar's pouch, and prince's purple * 1 
Dim lamps with ftekly rays ſcarce ſeem to glow; 
Sighs heave in mournful moans, and tears o 'erflow-: : 
Reſtleſs Anxicty, forlora Deſpair, 

And all the faded family of Care: 

Old mould'ring urns, racks, daggers, and diſtreſs 
Make up the frightful horror of the place. 

Within its dreadful jaws thoſe furies wait 

Which execute the harſh. decrees of fate: 


| L 
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* Febris is firſt ; The * relentlef 3 | 4, 
The virgin's ſighs, and ſees the infant's tears: 
In her parch'd eye-balls fiery: meteors reign; 
And reſtleſs ferments revel in each vein 11 re 
Then + Hydrops next appears among the throng; ' 
Bloated, and big,-ſhe ſlowly fails along: 
But like a miſer, in exceſs ſhe's poor, | 
And pines for thirſt amidſt her watry ſtore. 
Now loathſome Lepra, that offenſive ſpright, 
With foul eruptions ſtain'd, offends the light; 
Still deaf to beauty's ſoft perſuading pow'r: 
Nor can bright Hebe's charms her bloom ſecure. 
Whilſt meagre || Phthiſis gives a ſilent blow; 


Her ſtrokes are ſure, but her advances flow. 
No loud alarms, nor fierce aſſaults are ſhown : 


She ſtarves the fortreſs firſt, then takes the town. 
Behind ſtood crowds of much inferior name, 

Too num'rous to repeat, too foul to name; 

The vaſſals of their monarch's tyranny,, 

Who, at his nod, on fatal errands fly. 

Now Celſus, with his glorious guide, invades 

The filent region of the fleeting ſhades ; 

Where rocks and rueful deſarts are deſery'd, 

And ſullen Styx rolls down his lazy tide; 

Then ſhews the ferry-man the plant he bore, 

And claims higypaſlage to the further ſhore. 
To whom the Stygian pilot ſmiling, ſaid, 

You need no paſſport to demand your aid : 


* Fever. + Dropſy. + Leproſy. 
ſ] Conſumption, 
** 
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Phyſicians never linger on this grand: 
Old Charon's prefent ſtill at their command. 


Our awful monarch and his conſort owe 

To them the peopling of their realms below. 

Then in his ſwarthy hand he graſp d the oar, 
Receiv'd his gueſts aboard, and ſhov'd from ſhore. 

Now, as the goddeſs and her charge prepare 

To breath the ſweets of ſoft Elyſian air, t 

Upon the left they ſpy a penſive * ſhade, 

Who on his bended arm had rais'd his head: 

Pale Grief ſat heavy on his mournful look; 

To whom, not unconeern'd, thus Celſus ſpoke 7 

Tell me, thou mueh afflicted ſhade, why ſighs 
Burſt from your breaſt, and torrents from your eyes : 
And who thoſe mangled manes' are, which ſhow _ 
A ſullen ſatisfaction at your woe ? 

Since, ſaid the ghoſt, with pity you'll attend, 
Know, I am f Guaicum, once your firmeſt friend, 
And on this barren beach in diſcontent 
Am doom'd to ſtay, till th' angry pow'rs relent. 
Thoſe ſpectres, ſeam'd with fears, that threaten there, 
The victims of my late ill conduct are 
They vex with endleſs clamours my repoſe; 

This wants his palate ; that demands his noſe ; 


And here they execute ſtern Pluto's will, 


And ply me ev'ry moment with a pill. x 
Then Celſus thus: O much lamented ſtate ! 
How rigid is the ſentence you relate ? 


See the altofion, Virg. En. 6. 
47 Dr Morton 


Methinks 1 recollea your former 10 
But ah, how much you're chang'd from what you were 
Inſipid as your late ptiſans you lie, | 
That once were ſprightlier far than mercury. 

At the ſad tale you tell, the poppies weep, 
And mourn their vegetable ſouls aſleep ; 

The unQuous larix, and the healing pine, 
Lament your fate in tears of turpentine; 

But ſtill the offspring of your brain ſhall prove 

The grocer's care, and brave the rage of Jove, 
When bonefires blaze, your yagrant works ſhall riſe 
In rockets, till they reach the wond'ring ſkies. 

If mortals e' er the Stygian pow'rs could bend, 
| Jutretie to their awful ſeats I'd ſend. 


But ſince no human arts the fates diſſuade, 


Direct me how to find bleſs'd Harvey's ſhade. 
In vain th* unhappy ghoſt ſtill urg'd his ſtay ; 
Then riſing from the ground, he ſhew'd the way, 
Nigh the dull ſhore a ſhapeleſs mountain ſtood, 
That with a dreadful frown ſurvey'd the flood. 
Its fearful brow no lively greens put on; 
No friſking goats bound o'er the ridgy ſtone. 
To gain the ſummit the bright goddeſs try'd, 
And Celſus follow'd, by degrees, his guide. 

Th' aſcent thus conquer'd, now they tow'r on high 2 
And taſte th' indulgence of a milder ſky. 
Looſe breezes on their airy pinions play, 
Soft infant bloſſoms their chaſte odours pay, 5 | 
And roſes bluſh their fragrant lives away. 


Cool ſtreams thro' flow'ry meadows gently glide ; 


And as they paſs, their painted banks they chide. 
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Theſe bleſsful plains no blights nor mildews ſear : 
The flow'rs ne'er fade, and ſhrubs are myrtles here: 
The morn awakes the tulip from her bed; 

Ere noon in painted pride ſne deeks her head: 
Rob'd in rich dye ſhe triumphs on the green, 

And ev'ry flow'r does homage to their queen. 
So when bright Venus riſes from the flood, 
Around in throngs the wond'ring Nereids erow'd; 
The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal ſhell,” 
And ev'ry grace unſung, the waves conceal. © 
| The Delegate obſerves, with wond'ring eyes, 
Ambroſial deus deſcend, and incenſe riſe: 

Then haſtens onward to the penſtve grove, - 
The ſilent * manſion of Ciſaſtrous love. 
Here Jealouſy with jaundice looks appears, 

And broken ſlumbers, and fantaſtic fears; 
The widow'd turtle hangs her movlting wings, 
And to the woods in mournful murmurs ſings. 
No winds but ſighs there are, no floods but tears; 
Fach conſcious tree a tragic ſignal bears: 
Their wounded bark records ſome broken vow 
And willow gariands hang on ev'ry bough. 
Olivia here in ſolitude he found, 

Her down:caſt eyes fix'd on the ſilent ground; 

Her dreis neglected, 'and unbound her hair, 
She ſeem'd the dying image of deſpair. 

How lately did this celebrated thing 
Llaze in the box, and ſparkle in the ring! 
"Till the green- ſckneſs and love's force betray'd 
To death's remoricleſs arms th' unhappy maid, 


* Sce Vir An. Ge. 
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All o'er conducts the ly ove; ſtood, 


The light forſook his eyes, his checks the blood; 


An icy horror ſhiver'd in his look, 
As to the cold-complexion'd nymph he ſpoke. © 


95 


Tell me, dear ſhade, from whence ſuch anxious care, 


Your looks diſorder'd, and your boſom bare? 
Why thus you languiſh like a-drooping flow'r, 


Cruſh'd by the weight of ſome relentleſs A ** 


Your lan guid looks, your late ill conduct tell; 
Oh that inſtead of traſh you'd taken ſteel! 


Stabb'd with th* unkind reproach, the conſcious maid. 


Thus to her late inſulting lover ſaid; 
When ladies liſten not to looſe deſire, 
You ſtile our modeſty, our want of fire; 
Smile or forbid, encourage or reprove, 
You (till find reaſons to believe we love: 
Vainly you think a liking we betray, 
And never mean the peeviſh things we ſay. 
Few are the fair ones of Rufilla's make, 
Unalk'd the grants, uninjur'd the'lt forſake : 
But ſeveral Caclia's, ſev'ral ages boaſt; 
That like where reaſon recommends the molt. 
Where heav'nly truth and tenderneſs conſpire, 
Chaſte paſſion may perſuade us to deſire. 

Your ſex, he ery'd, as cuſtom bids, behaves ; 


In forms the tyrant ties ſuch haughty flaves. 


To do nice conduct right, you nature wrong; 


Impulſes are but weak, where reafon's ſtrong. 


Some want the courage, but how feu the flame: 


They like the thing, that ſtartle at the name. 
'The lonely Phoenix, tho? profeſs'd a nun, 
Warms into loy e, and kindles at the ſun, 
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hoſe tales of ſpley urn und ne: res, 
Are but the emblems of her ſcorch'd deſires. 

Then as he ſtrove to graſp the fleeting fair, 

His empty arms eon ſeſt d th Impaſſive airs 
From his embrace th' unbody'd ſpectro flies, 
And as ſhe mov'd, ſhe chid him with her eyes. 

They haſten now to that delightful plain, 
Where the glad manes of the bleſs'd remain; 
Where Harvey gathers ſimples, to beſtow 
Immortal youth on heroes ſhades below, 
Soon as the bright Hygeia was in view, 
The venerable ſage her preſence knew; 
Thus he- 

Hall, blooming goddeſs! thou ghz pow r, 
Whoſe bleſſing mortals more than life implore ! 
With fo much luſtre your bright looks endear, 

That cottages are courts where thoſe appear. 
Mankind, as you vouchſafe to ſmile or frown, 
Finds eaſe in chains, or anguiſh in a orown. 

With juſt reſentments and contempt you ſee 
The foul diſſenſions of the faculty; 

How your ſad ſick ning art now hangs her head, 
And once a ſcience, is become a trade ; 

Her ſons ne'er rifle her myſterious ſtore; 

But ſtudy nature leſs, and lucre more, 

Not ſo when Rome to th' Epidaurian rais'd 
A * temple, where devoted incenſe blaz'd. 


A temple built at Rome, in the iſland of Tiber, 


to Mſculapius, ſon of Apollo, 


oft father Tiber views the lofty fre, 

As the learn'd ſon is worſhip'd like the ſire ; 

The ſage with Romulus like honours claim ; 

The gift of life and laws were then the ſame, 
I ſhow'd of old, how vital currents glide, 

And the meanders of thelr refluent tide, _ 

Then, Willis, why ſpontaneous actlons here, 

And whence involuntary mations there; 

And how the ſpirits by mechanic laws, 


In wild careers tumultuous riots cauſe, . 


Nor wou'd our Warton, Bates, and Gliſſon lie 

In the abyſs of blind obſcurity, 

But now ſuch wond'rous ſcarches are 3 

And Paean's art is by diviſions torn, 

Then let your charge attend, and II explain 

How her loſt health your ſcience may regain. 
Haſte, and the matchleſs * Atticus addreſs, 

From Heav'n and great Naſſau he has the mace. 

Th! oppreſs'd to his aſylum ſtill repair; 

Arts he ſupports, and learning is his care. 

He ſoftens the harſh rigour of the laws, 

blunts their keen edge, and grinds their harpy claws ; * 

And graciouſly he caſts a pitying eye 

On the ſad ſtate of virtuous poverty. 

Whene'er he ſpeaks, heay'n! how the liſt'ning throng 

Dwells on the melting muſic of his tongue ! 

His arguments are emblems of his mein, 

Mild, but not nts and forcing, though ſerene; 

And when the pow'rs of eloquence he'd try, 

Here, lightning ſtrikes you; Fre ſoft breezes ſigh, 


* Lord Somers, 
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To him you muſt your beh. * refer, 
Your charter claims him as your Viſiter. 
Your wounds he'l! cloſe, and ſor'reignly reſtore 
Your ſcience to the beighth it had before. 
Then Naſſau's health ſhall be your glorious aim; 
His life ſnould be as laſting as his fame. | 
Some princes claims from devaſtation ſpring; 
He condeſtends in pity to be king: 
And when, amidſt his olives plac'd, he ſtands, 
And governs more by candour than commands; 
Ev'n then not leſs a hero he appears, 
Than when his laurel diadem he wears, 
Wou'd Phoebus, or his Granville, but inſpire 
Their ſacred veh*mence of poetic fire; 
To celebrate in ſong, that godlike pow'r, 
Which did the lab'ring univerſe reſtore : 
Fair Albion's cliffs wou'd echo to the ſtrain, 
And praiſe the arm that conquer'd, to regain 
The earth's repoſe, and empire o'er the main, 

Still may th' immortal man his cares repeat, 


To make his bleſſings endleſs, as they're great: 


Whilſt malice and ingratitude confeſs 

They've [trove for ruin long without ſucceſs. 
When late,“ Jove's eagle from the pile ſhall riſe, 
To bear the victor to the boundleſs ſkies, 

A while the god puts off paternal care, 

Neglects the earth, to give the heav'ns a ſtar. 
Near thee, + Alcides, ſhall the hero ſhine ; 

His rays reſembling, as his labours, thine, 


* Read the ceremony of the Apothenſis. 


+ Hercules, a conſtellation near Ariadnc's crown. 
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Had ſome fam'd patriot of the Latin blood, 
Like Julius great, and like Octavius good, 
But thus preſerv'd the Latin liberties, 
Aſpiring columns ſoon had reach'd the ſkies : 
Loud Io's the proud capital had ſhook ; 
And all the ſtatues of the gods had ſpoke. 

No more the ſage his raptures cou'd purſue : 


He paus'd; and Celſus with his guide withdrew. 
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"TE E Y that have ſeen thoſe two excellent poems of 
Cooper's Hill and Windſor-Foreſt; the one by 
Sir J. Denham, the other by Mr Pope; will ſhew a 
great deal of candor if they approve of this. It was 
writ upon giving the name of Claremont to a villa, 
now belonging to the Earl of Clare. The ſituation is 

ſo agreeable and ſurpriſing, that it inclines one to 
think, ſome place of this nature put Ovid at firſt up- 

on the ſtory of Narciſſus and Echo. It is probable he 
had obſerved ſome ſpring ariſing amongſt woods and 
rocks, where echoes were heard, and ſome flower 
bending over the ſtream, and by conſequence reflected 
from it. After reading the ſtory, in the third book of 
the Metamorphoſis, it is obvious to object (as an in- 
genious friend has already done) that the renewing the 
charms of a Neuere of which Ovid had * 5 
b 

6 . vox tantum atque ofla e 
is too great à violation of poetical authority. I dare 
ſay, the gentleman who is meant would have been 
well pleaſed to have found no faults. There are not 
many authors one can ſay the ſame of : Experience 
ſhows us every day, that there are writers who cannot 
bear a brother ſhould ſucceed, and the only re- 
fuge from their indignation is by being inconſiderable; 
upon which reflection, this thing ought to have a pre- 
rence to their. favour, 
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They who would be more informed of what relates 

to the ancient Britons, and the Druids their prieſts, 
may be directed by the quotations to the authors that 


have mentioned them. 
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HAT frenzy T5 of late poſſeſd d the brain? 
Though few can write, yet fewer can refrain, 

So rank our ſoil, our bards riſe in ſuch ſtore, 

Their rich retaining patrons ſcarce are more. 

The laſt indulge the fault; the firſt commit; 

And take off ſtill the offal of their wit. | 

So ſhameleſs, ſo abandon'd are their ways; 

They poach Parnaſſus, and. lay ſnares for praiſe. 

None ever can without admirers live, 

Who have a penſion or a place to give; 

Great miniſters ne'er fail of great deſerts; 

The herald gives them blood, the poet parts. 

_ Senſe is of courſe annex'd to wealth and pow'r ; 

No Muſe is proof againſt a golden ſhow'r. 

Let but his lordſhip write ſome poor lampoon, 
He's Horac'd up in doggrel like his own. 

Or, if to rant in tragic rage he yields, | 
Falſe fame cries- Athens; honeſt truth—Moorficlds. | 
Thus fool'd, he flounces on through floods of ink; 
Flags with full ail; and riſes but to ſink. | 
Some venal pens ſo proſtitute the bays, 

Their panegyrics laſh ; their ſatires praiſe. 

So nauſeouſly, and fo unlike they paint, 

N. s an Adonis; M. r a faint. 

Metius with thoſe fam'd heroes is compar'd, 

That led in triumph Porus and Tallard. 
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But ſuch a ſhameleſs Muſe muſt laughter move, 
That aims to make Salmoneus vie with Jove. 
To form great works puts Fate itſelf to pain; 
Ev'n Nature labours for a mighty man. 
And to perpetuate her hero's fame, 
She ſtrains no leſs a poet next to frame. 
Rare as the heroe's is the poet's rage; 
Churchills and Drydens riſe but once an age. 
With earthquakes tow'ring Pindar's birth begun; 7 
And an eclipſe produc'd * Alcmena's ſon: 
The fire of gods oer Phoebus caſt a ſhade; ; 
But with a hero well the world repaid. 
No bard for bribes ſhou's proſtitute his vein; 
Nor dare to flatter where he ſhould arraign. 
To grant big Thraſo valour, Phormio ſenſe, 
Shou'd indignation give, at teaſt offence... 
I bate ſuch mercenaries, and wou'd try 
From this reproach to reſeue poetry. 
Apollo's ſons ſnhou'd ſcorn the ſervile art, 
And to court-preachers leave the fulſome part. 
What then you'll ſay, Muſt no true ſterling paſs, 
Becauſe impure allays ſome coin debaſe? 
Yes, praiſe, if juſtly offer'd, I'll allow; 
And, when I meet with merit, ſcribble too. 
The man who's honeſt, open, and a friend, 
Glad to oblige, uneaſy to offend; 2 
Forgiving others, to himſelf ſevere; | 
Though earneſt, eaſy; civil, yet ſincere; © 
Who ſeldom, but through great good nature, _ 
Deteſting fraud as much as falterers-; 5 


Hercules. 
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"Tis he my Muſe's homage ſhou'd receive; 
If I cou'd write, or Holles cou'd forgive. © © 
But pardon, learned youth, that I decline 
A name fo lov'd by me, ſo lately thine. ' 
When Pelham you refign'd, what cou'd repair 
A loſs ſo great, unleſs Newcaſtle's heir? 
Hydaſpes, that the Aſian plains divides, 
From his bright urn in pureſt chryſtal glides : 
But when new-gath'ring ſtreams enlarge his courſe, 
He's Indus nam'd, and rolls with mightier force. 
In fabled floods of gold his current flows, 
And wealth on nations, as he runs, beſtows. - 
Direct me, Clare, to name ſome nobler Muſe; 
That for her theme thy late receſs may chuſe; 
Such, bright deſcriptions ſhall the ſubject dreſs; 
Such vary'd ſcenes, ſuch pleaſing images 
That ſwains ſhall leave their lawns, and 4 nymphs: their 
dow'rs, 114 
And quit Arcadia for a ſeat like yours, - bo 14 
But ſay, who ſhall attempt th' advent” rous part, 
Where Nature borrows dreſs from Vanbrook's art: 
If, by Apollo taught, he touch the lyre, 6 
Stones mount in columns, palaces aſpire, 
And rocks are animated with his fire. ; 
'Tis he can paint in verſe thoſe riſing hills, 
Their gentle vallies, and their ſilver rills : 
Cloſe groves and op'ning glades with verdure ſpread ; 
Flow'rs ſighing ſweets, and ſhrubs that balſam bleed: 
With gay variety the proſpect crown'd; 
And all the bright horizon ſmiling round. 
Whilſt I attempt to tell how antient fame 
Records from whence the villa took its name. 
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In times of old, when Britiſh-nymphs were known 
To love no foreign faſhions-like/their ownz 
When dreſs was monſtrous, and fig-leaves the mode, 
And quality put on no paint but woad. 
Of Spaniſh red unheard was then the name; 
For cheeks were only taught to bluſh by ſhame. 
No beauty, to increaſe her crowd of ſlaves, 
Roſe out-of waſh, as Venus out of waves. 
Not yet lead-comb was on the toilet plac'd; 
Not yet broad eye-brows were reduc'd by paſte: 
No ſhape-ſmith ſet up ſhop, and drove a trade 
To mend the work wiſe Providence had made. 
Tires were unheard of, and unknown the loom, 
And thrifty ſilkworms ſpun for times to come. 
Bare limbs were then the marks of modeſty; 
All like Diana were below the knee. | 
The men appear'd a rough undaunted race, 
Surly in ſhow, unfaſhion'd in addreſs. 
+ Upright in actions, and in thought ſincere ; 
And ſtrictly were the ſame they would appear. 
Honour was plac'd in probity alone; 
For villains had no titles but their own. 
None travell'd to return politely mad; 
But ſtill what fancy wanted, reaſon had. 
Whatever Nature aſk'd, their hands cou'd give; 
Unlearn'd in feaſts, they only cat to live. 


. Glaſtum. See Pliny. eadrig. See Dioſcorides. 
+ Mores eis ſimplices, a verſutia et improbitate no- 
ſtrae tempeſtatis hominum longe remoti. See Diod. 


Sic. Bib. Hiſt, lib, 4. verſ. Lat. 
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No cook with art inereas d phyſicians fees; 
Nor ſerv d up death in ſoups and fricaſeys. 
Their taſte was, like their temper, uarefin'd ; 
For looks were then the language of the mind. 

Ere right and wrong, by turns, ſet prices bore; 
And conſcience had its rate, like common whore : 
Or tools to great employments. had pretence; 

Or merit was made out by impudence; 
Or coxcombs look'd aſſuming in affairs ; 
And humble friends grew haughty miniſters. 

In thoſe good days of innocence, here ſtood 
Of oaks, with heads unſhorn, a ſolemn wood, 
Frequented by the * Druids, to beſtow 
Religious honours on the + miſſelto. 

The naturaliſts are puzzled to explain 
How trees did firſt this ſtranger entertain; 
Whether the buſy birds ingraft it there; 
Or elſe ſome deity's myſterious care, 
As Druids thought; for when the blaſted oak 
By lightning falls, this Pluat eſcapes the ſtroke. 
So when the Gauls the tow'rs of Rome defac'd, 
And flames drove forward with outrageous waſte; 
Jove's favour'd capitol uninjur'd ſtood : 
So ſacred was the manſion of a god. 

Shades honour'd by this plant the Druids choſe; 
Here, for the bleeding victims, altars rofe. 


Jam per ſe roborum eligunt lucos. Plin, lib. 16. 
+ Et nihil habent Druidae viſco, et arbore in qua. 
gig natur, ſi modo ſit robur, ſacratius. Plin. ibid. 
Et viſcum Druida. Ovid. 
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To * Hermes oft they paid their ſacrifice; - . 
Parent of arts, and patron of the wiſe. an: 5 
Good rules in mild perſuaſions they convey 

Their lives confirming what their re 4. 
None violated truth, invaded right: | 
Yet had few laws, but will and —_—— ad \ 'T 
The people's peace they ſtudy'd, and profei's 
No f politics but public intereſt. | 

Hard was their lodging, bomely u was their food; 3 
For all their luxury was doing good. 

No miter'd prieſt did then with princes vie, 
Nor o'er his maſter claim ſupremacy ; 

Nor were the rules of faith allow'd more pure, 
For being ſeveral centuries obſcure. 

None loſt their fortunes, forfeited their blood, 
For not belicying what none underſtood. 

Nor ſimony nor ſinecure were knownz 
Nor wou'd the bee work honey for the drone, 
Nor was the way invented, to diſmiſs 

Fair Abigails with fat pluralities. 

But then, in fillets bound, a hallow'd band 
Taught how to tend the flocks, and till the land : 
Cou d tell what murrains in what months begun; 
And how the | ſeaſons trayell'd with the ſun : 


Deum maxime Mercurium colunt: Hunc omni- 
um inventorem artium ferunt : Poſt hunc, Jovem, A- 
pollinem, &c. Caeſ. 

I de republica, niſi per conſilium, loqui non conce- 
ditur. Caeſ. lib. 6. 
t Multa practerea de ſideribus, et eorum motu, de 


rerum natura, &c, Coeſ. 
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When his dim orb ſeem'd wading thro' the air; 
They told that rain on dropping wings drew near: 
And that the winds their bellowing throats wou'd try, 
When redd'ning clouds reflect his blood-ſhot eye. 
All their remarks on nature's laws require 
More lines than wou'd ev'n Alpin's readers tire. 
This ſect in ſacred veneration held 
Opinions by the Samian ſage reveal'd ; 
That matter no annihilation knows, 
But wanders from theſe tenements to thoſe. 
For when.the plaſtic particles are gone, 
They rally in ſome ſpecies like their own. 
The ſelf-ſame atoms, if new jumbled, will 
In ſeas be reſtleſs, and in earth be till; 
Can, in the trufle, furniſh out a feaſt; 
And nauſeate, in the ſcaly ſquil, the taſte. 
Thoſe falling leaves that wither with the year, 
Will, -in the next, on other ſtems appear. 
The ſap that now forſakes the burſting bud, 
In ſome new ſhoot will circulate green blood. 
The breath to-day that from the jaſmine blows, 
Will, when the ſeaſon offers, ſcent the roſe ; 
And thoſe bright flames that in carnations glow, 
Ere long will blanch the lily with a ſnow. 
They hold that matter muſt be ſtill the ſame; 
And varies but in figure and in name : 7 
And that the“ ſoul not dies, but ſhiſts her ſeat ; 
New rounds of life to run; or palt, repeat. 


* Imprimis hoc volunt perſuadere, non interire ani- 
mas, ſed ab aliis, poſt mortem, tranſire ad alios. Cacſ. 
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Thus when the brave and virtuous ceaſe to live; 
In deings brave and virtuous they revive. 
Again ſhall Romulus in Naſſau reign; 
Great Numa, in a Branſwick prince, ordain [again. 
Good laws; and halcyon years ſhall huſh the world 
I be truths of old traditions were their theme; 
Or gods deſcending in a morning dream. . 
Paſs'd acts they cited ; and to come, foretold ; 
And cou'd events not pe for fate unfold. "3 
Beneath the ſhady covert of an oak, 
In + rhymes uncouth, prophetical they ſpoke. 
Attend then, Clare; nor is the legend long 3 8 
The ſtory of thy villa is their | ſong. | 

The fair Montano, of the ſylvan race, 
Was with each beauty bleſs'd, and ev'ry grace. 
His ſire, green Faunus, guardian of the wood; 
His mother, a ſwift naiad of the flood. 
Her ſilver urn ſupply' d the neighbouring ſtreams; 
A darling daughter of the bounteous Thames. 

Not lovelier ſeem'd Nareiſſus to the eye; 
Nor, when a flower, cou'd' boaſt more fragraney. 
His ſkin might with the down of ſwans compare, 

More fmooth than pearl; than mountain ſnow more fafy. 


Et vos barbaricos ritus . ſacrorum Druidae 
rediturae parcere vitae. rebl idem ſpiritus artus. 
Lucan Hb. 1. 


+ Et 3 numerum verſuum ediſcere dieun tur. 


Caeſ. 
4 — "FR vana 22 eanebant, Kc. Tacit. 


lib. 4. 
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In ſhape ſo poplars or the cedars pleaſe ; 

Rut thoſe are not ſo ſtraight ; nor graceful theſe. 
His flowing hair in unforc'd-ringlets huntz 
Tuneful his voice, peſuraſive was his tongue. 

The haughtieſt fair ſcaree heard without a wound, 
But ſunk to ſoftneſs at the-melting ſound. 

The fourth bright luſtre had but juſt begun 
To ſhade his bluſhing'echeeks with doubtful down, 
All day he rang'd the woods, and ſpread the toils,. 
And knew no pleaſures but in ſylvan ſpoils. | 
In vain the nymphs put on each pleaſing grace; 
Too cheap the quarry ſeem'd, too ſhort the chace: 
For tho? poſſeſſion be th' undoubted view; 

To ſeize is far leſs pleaſure than purſue. | 
Thoſe nymphs that yield too ſoon, their charms impair; 
And prove at laſt but deſpicably fair. 

His own undoing glutten Love decrees; 

And palls the appetite he meant to pleaſe. 

His ſlender wants too largely he ſupplies ; 

Thrives on ſhort meals, but by indulgeace dies. 

A grot there was, with hoary mois ofergrown, 
Rough'with rude ſhells, and arch'd with mould'ring ſtone3 
Sad ſilence reigns within the loneſome wall; 

And weeping rills but whiſper as they fall. 
The claſping ivys up the ruin creep ; 
And there the bat and drouſy beetle ſleep. 

This cell ſad Echo choſe, by Love betray'd ; 

A fit retirement for a mourning maid. 
Hither fatigu'd with toil, the ſylvan flies, 
To ſhun the calenture of ſultry ſkies: 
But feels a fiercer flame; Love's keeneſt dart 


Finds thro' his eyes a paſſage to his heart. 
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Penſive the virgin ſat with folded arms; 
Her tears but lending luſtre to her charms. 
With pity he beholds her wounding woes ; 
But wants himſelf the pity he beſtows. 
Oh whether of a mortal born he cries, 
Or ſome fair daughter of the diſtant ſkies; 
That, in compaſſion leave your cryſtal ſphere, 
To guard ſome favour'd charge, and wander here 
Slight on my ſuit, nor too ungentle prove ; 
But pity one, a novice yet in love. 
If words avail not, ſee my ſuppliant tears; 
Nor diſregard thoſe dumb petitioners, 
From his complaint the tyrant virgin flies, 
Aſſerting all the empire of her eyes. 
Full thrice three days he lingers out in grief; 
Nor ſecks from ſleep, or ſuſtenance, relief. 
The lamp of life now caſts a glimm'ring light; 
The meeting lids his ſetting eyes benight. 
What force remains, the hapleſs lover tries: 
Invoking thus his kindred deities. 
Haſte, parents of the flood, your race to mourn ; 
With tears repleniſh each exhauſted urn : 
| Retake the life you gave, but let the maid 
Fall a juſt victim to an injur'd ſhade. 
More he endeayour'd ; but the accents hung 
Half form'd, and ſtopp'd unfiniſh'd on his tongue. 
For him the Graces their ſad vigils keep ; 
Love broke his bow, and wiſh'd for eyes to weep. 
What gods can do the mournful Faunus tries ; 
A mount erecting where the ſylvan lies. 
The rural pow'rs the wond'rous pile ſurvey, 
And piouſly their diff' rent honours pay. 
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Th' aſcent, with verdant herbage Pales ſpread ; 
And nymphs, transform'd to laurels, lent their ſhade. 
Her ſtream a naiad from the baſis pours ; 
And Flora ſtrows the ſummit with her flowers. 
Alone mount Latmos claims pre-eminence, 
When ſilver Cynthia lights the world from thence, 
Sad Echo now laments her rigor, more | 

Than for Narciſſus, her looſe flame before. 
Her fleſh to ſinew ſhrinks, her charms are fled; 
All day in rifted rocks ſhe hides her head. 
Soon as the ev'ning ſhows a ſky ſerene, 
Abroad ſhe ſtrays, but never to be ſeen. 
And ever as the weeping naiads name 
Her cruelty, the nymph-repeats the ſame. 
Wich them ſhe joins, her lover to deplore, 
And haunts the lonely dales he rang'd before. 
Her ſex's privilege ſhe yet retains; 

And tho' to nothing waſted, voice remains, 
So ſung the Druids then with rapture fir'd, 
Thus utter what the + Delphic god inſpir'd. 

Ere twice ten centuries ſhall fleet away, 

A Brunſwick prince (hall Britain's ſcepter ſway. 
No more fair Liberty ſhall mourn her chains; 
The maid is reſcu'd ; her loy'd Perſeus reigns. 
From“ Jove he comes, the captive to reſtore ; ; 

Nor can the thunder of his fire do more. 
Religion ſhall dread nothing but diſguiſe ; 

And Juſtice needs no bandage for her eyes. 


+ Et partim auguriis, partim conjectura, quae ellent 
Futura, &c, Cic. de Divinatione, 


Zan of Jupiter and Danae. 
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Britannia ſmiles, nor fears a foreign Lord; | 
Her ſafety to ſecure, two powers accord, 
Her Neptune's trident, and her monarch's ſword, 
Like him, ſhall his Auguſtus ſhine in arms, 
Tho' captive to his Carolina's charms. 
Ages with future heroes ſhe ſhall bleſs ; 
And Venus once more found an Alban race. 
Then ſhall a Clare in honour's cauſe engage : 
Example muſt reclaim a graceleſs age: 
Where guides themſelves for guilty views miſlead ;. 
And laws ev'n by the legiſlators bleed; 
His brave contempt of ſtate ſhall teach the proud, 
None but the virtuous are of noble blood : 
For tyrants are but princes in diſguiſe, 
Tho' ſprung by long deſcent from Ptolemies, 
Right he ſhall vindicate, good laws defend; 
The firmeſt patriot, and the warmeſt friend, 
Great Edward's + order early he ſhall wear; 
New light reſtoring to the ſully'd ſtar. 
Oft will his leifure this retirement chuſe, 
Still finding future ſubjects for the Muſe : 
And to record the ſylvan's fatal flame, 


The place ſhall live in ſong, and Claremont be the name. 


+ Theologi et vates erant apud eos, Druidas ipſi vo- 
cant, qui a vicimarum extis de futuris divinant. Piod, 


Sie. Lat. Ver. 
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To the Laa Lovis A LIN OS; wich Ovid's 
Eri8TLE8, 


J* moving lines theſe few epiſtles tell Y 

What fate attends the nymph that likes too wal 1 
How faintly the ſucceſsful lovers burn; 

And their neglected charms how ladies mourn. 

The fair you'll find, when ſoft intreaties fail, 

Aſſert their unconteſted right, and rail. 

Too ſoon they liſten, and reſent too late ; 

'Tis ſure they love, whene'er they ſtrive to hate. 
Their ſex or proudly ſhuns, of poorly craves ; 
Commencing tyrants, and concluding ſlaves, 

In diff'ring breaſts what diff'ring paiſions glow ! 
Ours kindle quick, but yours extinguiſh low, 
The fire we boaſt, with force uncertain burns, 
And breaks but out, as appetite returns : 
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But yours, like incenſe, mounts by ſoft degrees, 
And in a fragrant flame conſumes to pleaſe, 

Your ſex, in all that can engage, excel ; 
And ours in patience, and perſuading well. 
Impartial nature equally decrees : 
You have your pride, and we our perjuries. 
Tho' form'd to conquer, yet too oft you fall, 
By giving nothing, or by granting all. 

But, madam, long will your unpractis'd years 
Smile at the tale of lover's hopes and fears. 
The! infant graces ſooth your gentle hours, 
More ſoft than ſighs, more ſweet than breathing flow'rs; 
Let raſh admirers your keen light'aing fear ; 
Tis bright at diſtance, but deſtroys if near. 

The time c'er long, if verſe preſage, will come, 
Your charms ſhall open in full Brudenal bloom. 
All eyes ſhall gaze, all hearts ſhall homage vow, 
And not a lover languiſh but for you. | 
The Muſe ſhall ſtring her lyre, with garlands crown'd, 
And each bright nymph ſhall ſicken at the ſound. 

So when Aurora firſt ſalutes the ſight, 
Pleas'd we behold the tender dawn of light; 
But when with riper red ſhe warms the ſkies, 
In circling throngs the wing'd muſicians riſe : 
And the gay groves rejoice in ſymphonies. 
Each pearly flow'r with painted beauty ſhines ;- 
And ev'ry ſtarits fading fire reſigns. © 


T 


rs; 


SEVERAL! OCCAS LIONS. 119 


To Ricnard Earl of Buri NGTON; with 
Ove Art of Love. 


My Lo RD, 
UR poet's rates? in eaſy numbers, tell 
He felt the paſſion he deſcribes fo well. 
In that ſoft art ſueceſsfully refin'd, | 
Tho' angry Caeſar frown'd, the fair were kind. 
More ills from love, than tyrants malice flow ; : 
Jove's thunder ſtrikes leſs ſure than Cupid's bow. 
Ovid both felt the pain, and found the eaſe : 
Phyſicians ſtudy moſt their own diſeaſe. 
The practice of that age in this we try; 
Ladies wou'd liſten then, and lovers lye. 
Who flatter*'d molt the fair were moſt polite; 
Each thought her own admirer in the right : 
To be but faintly rude was criminal; 
But to be boldly fo, aton'd for all. 
Breeding was bauiſh'd for the fair one's ſake : 
The ſex ne'er gives, but ſuffers ours ſhou'd take. 
Advice to you, Wy "ng; in vain we bring ; 
The flow'rs ne'er fail to meet the blooming ſpring. . | 
Tho? you. poſſeſs all nature's gifts, take care; 
Love's queen has charms, but fatal is her ſnare. 
On all that goddeſs her falſe ſmiles beſtows, 
As on the ſeas ſhe reigns, from whence ſhe roſe, 
Young Zephyrs ſigh with fragrant breath, ſoft gales 
Guide her gay barge, and ſwell the ſilken fails; * 
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Fach ſilver wave in beauteous order moves, 
Fair as her boſom, gentle as her doves: 

But he that once embarks, too ſurely finds 

A ſullen ſky, black Rorms, and angry winds ; 

Cares, fears, and anguiſh, hov'ring on the coaſt; 

And wrecks of wretches by their folly loſt. 
When coming time ſhall bleſs you with a bride, 

Let paſſion not perſuade, but reaſon guide; 

Inſtead of gold, let gentle truth endear ; 

She bas moſt charms who is the molt ſincere. 

Shun vain variety, tis but diſeaſe ; 

Weak appetites are ever hard to pleaſe. 

The nymph mult fear to be inquiſiti ve; 

*Tis for the ſex's quiet to believe. 

Her air an eaſy confidence muſt ſhow, 8_ 

And ſhun to find what ſhe wou'd dread to know; 

Still charming with all arts that can engage; 
And be the Juliana of the age. Y 


To the Dutcheſs of Bot Ton, on her ſtay- 
ing all the Winter in the Country. 


EASE, rural conqueſts, and ſet free your ſwains, 

| To dryads leave the groves, to nymphs the plains; 
In penſive dales alone let Echo dwell, 

And each ſad ſigh ſhe hears with ſorrow tell. 


Haſte, let your eyes at * Kent's pavilion ſhine ; 
It wants but ſtars, and then the work's divine, 


A gallery the Earl of Kent has built at St James's. 


5 So 
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Of late, fame only tells of yielding towns, 

Of captive generals, and proteſted crowns : 

Of purchas'd laurels, and of battles won, | 

Lines forc'd, ſtates vanquiſh'd; provinces o'er-run, 

And all Alcides' labour fumm'd in one. , 
The brave muſt to the fair now yield the prize, 

And Engliſh arms ſubmit to Engliſh eyes: 

ln which bright liſt among the firſt you ſtand ;- 

Tho each a goddeſs, or a Sunderland. 


To the Duke of MagizoroOuGH,. on his 
voluntary Baniſhment. | 
O, mighty prince, and thoſe great nations ſee, 
Which thy victorious arms before made free; 
View that fam'd column, where thy name engrav'd,,. 
Shall tell their children who their empire ſav'd. 
Point out that marble where thy worth is ſhown, 
To every grateful country but thy own : 


O cenſure undeſerv'd ! unequal fate! 


Which ſtrove to leſſen him who made her great : 
Which pamper'd with ſucceſs and rich in fame, 
Extoll'd his conqueſts, but condemn'd his name. 
But virtue is a crime when plac'd on high, 
Tho! all the fault's in the beholder's eye: 

Yet he untouch'd, as in the heat of wars, 

Flies from no danger but domeſtic jars; 

Smiles at the dart which angry envy ſhakes; 


And only. fears for her whom he ſorfakes, 
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He grieves to find the courſe of virtue croſs'd, 
Bluſhing to ſee our blood no better loſt ; 
Diſdains in factious parties to contend, 


And proves in abſence moſt Britannia's friend. , 
So the great Scipio of old, to ſhun | | 
That glorious envy which his arms had won, 


Prepar'd, when, e'er his country's cauſe requir'd, 


Far from his dear, ungrateful Rome retir'd, 
To ſhine in peace or war, and be again admir'd. 5 


To the Earl of 'Govoirumn: 


HILST weeping Europe bends beneath her ills, 
And where the ſword deſtroys not, famine Kills; 


Our iſle enjoys, by your ſucceſsful care, 


The pomp of peace, amidſt the woes of war. 
So much the public to your prudence owes, 
You think no labour's long for our repoſe : 
Such conduct, ſuch integrity are ſhown, 


There are no coffers empty but your own. 


From mean dependence, merit you retrieve ; 


' Unaſk'd you offer, and unſeen you give: 


Your favour, like the Nile, increaſe beſlows, 


'And yet conceals the ſource from whence it flows, 
No pomp, or grand appearance you approve : 


A people at their caſe is what you love: 


To leſſen taxes, and a nation fave, 
Are all the grants your ſervices wou'd have, 
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'Thus far the ſtate-machine wants no repair, 
But moves in matchleſs order by your care 
Free from confuſion, ſettled and ſerene ; 
And, like the univerſe, by ſprings unſeen. 
But now ſome ſtar, ſiniſter to our pray'rs, 
- Contrives new ſchemes, and calls you from affairs: 
No anguiſh in your looks, or cares appear, 
But how to teach th' unprattis'd crew to ſteer. 
Thus, like a victim, no conſtraint you need, 
To expiate their offence by whom you bleed. 
Ingratitude's a weed of ev'ry clime ; 
It thrives too faſt at firſt, but fades in time. 
The god of day, and your own lot's the ſame; 
The vapours you have rais'd, obſcure your flame : 
But tho' you ſuffer, and a while retreat, 


Your globe of light looks larger as you ſet, 


On her MajtsTry's Statue in St Paul's 
Churchyard. 4 


EAR the vaſt bulk of that ſtupendous frame, 

| Known by the gentiles great apoſtle's name; 
With grace divine, great Anna's ſeen to riſe, 
An awful form that glads a nation's eyes : 
Beneath her feet four mighty realms appear, 
And with due reverence pay their homage there, 
Britain and Ireland, ſeem to own her grace, 
And ey'n wild India wears a ſmiling face. 

But France alone with downcaſt eyes is ſeen, 

„The ſad attendant of fo good a queen: S 
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Ungrateful country ! WI ſo ſoon, 
All that great Anna for thy ſake has done: 
When ſworn the kind defender of thy cauſe, 
Spite of her dear religion, ſpite of laws, 
For thee ſhe broke her gen ral and her word; 
For thee her mind in doubtful terms ſhe told, 
And learn'd to ſpeak like oracles of old: 
For thee, for thee alone, what cou'd ſhe more? 
She loſt the honour ſhe had gain'd- before; 
Loſt all the trophies, which her arms had won, 
(Such Caeſar never knew, nor Philip's ſon) | 
Reſign'd the glories of a ten years reign, - 
And ſuch as none but Marlborough's arm cou'd gain. 
For thee in annals ſhe's content to ſhine, 
Like other monarchs of the Stuart line. | 


On the New Conſpiracy, 1716. 


| WV Here, where, degen'rate countrymen---how high 

| Will your fond folly and your madneſs fly ? 
Are ſcenes of death, and ſervile chains ſo dear, 

To ſue for blood and bondage every year; 

Like rebel Jews, with too much freedom curſt, 

To court a change=--tho' certain of the worſt ? 

There is no climate which you have not ſought, 

Where tools of war, and vagrant kings are bought: 

O! noble paſſion, to your country kind, 

To crown her with the refuſe of mankind. 
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As if the new Rome, which your ſchemes Intola, 
Were to be built on rapine, like the old; 
While her aſylum openly provides 

For ev'ry ruffan ev'ry nation hides, 

Will you ſtill tempt the great avenger's blow, 
Arid force the bolt---which he is loath to throw ? 
Have there too few already bit the plains, 

To make you ſeek new Preſtons and Dumblains ? 
If vengeance loſes its effects ſo faſt, 
Yet thoſe of mercy ſure----ſhould longer laſt. 

Say, is it raſhneſs or deſpair provokes. 

Your harden'd hearts to theſe repeated ſtrokes ? 
Reply : Behold, their looks their ſouls declare, 
All pale with guilt, and dumb with deep deſpair. 

Hear then, you ſons of blood, your deſtin'd fate, 
Hear, e'er you lin too ſoon---repent too late. 
Madly you try to weaken George's reign, 

And ſtem the ſtream of Providence in vain. 
By right, by worth, by wonders made our own, 
The hand that gave it, ſhall preſerve his throne. 
As vain your hopes to diſtant times remove, 
To try the ſecond, or the third from Jove ; 

For 'tis the nature of that ſacred line, 

To conquer monſters, and to grow divine. 

\ 


On the Kino of SytAIN. 


ALLAS, deſtructive to the Trojan line, 


Raz'd their proud walls, tho' built by hands divine; 
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But love's bright goddeſs, with propitious grace, 

© Preſerv'd a hero, and reſtor'd the race. | 
Thus the fam'd empire where the Iber flows, 
Fell by Eliza, and by Anna roſe. | 


Vesrsss written for the ToasTinG-GLas- 
ons of the Kir- ar- ex us, 1703. 


Lady CaxLISsLE. 
ARLISLE's a name can ev'ry Muſe inſpire, 
To-Carlifle fill the glaſs, and tune the lyre. 
With his lov'd bays the god of day ſhall crown 
A wit and luſtre equal to his own. | 
The Sams. 
At once the ſun and Carliile took their way, 
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day; 
The flow'rs to bath their glad creation ow'd, 
Their virtues he, their beauties ſhe beſtow'd. 
Lady Es88t%. | 
The braveſt hero, and the brighteſt dame, 
From helgia's happy clime Britannia drew; 
One pregnant cloud we find does often frame 
The awful thunder, and the gentle dew. 


_ | The Sam. 
To Liſs fill the ſprightly wine ; 
The health's engaging and divine: 
Let pureſt odours ſcent the air; 
And wreaths of roſes bind our hair : 
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In her chaſte lips theſe bluſhings lie; 
And thoſe her gentle ſighs ſupply. 
Lady HYDR. 
The god of wine grows jealous of his art; 
He only fires the head, but Hyde the heart: 
The queen of love looks on, and ſmiles to ſee 
A nymph more mighty than a deity. | 
On Lady Hv in Child-bed.. 
Hyde, tho! in agonies, her graces keeps; 
A thouſand charms the nymph's complaints adorn : 
In tears of dew ſo mild Aurora weeps; * 
But her bright offspring is the chearful morn, 
Lady WHrarToN. 
When Jove to Ida did the gods invite, 
And in immortal toaſting paſs'd the night ; 
With more than nectar he the banquet bleſs'd : 
For Wharton was the Venus of the feaſt, 
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5 a mighty hero comes to warm | 
Your curdling blood, and bid you, Britons, arm. 
To valour much he owes, to virtue more; 
He fights to ſave, and conquers to reſtore.. 
He (trains no texts, nor makes dragoons perſuade z 
He likes religion, but he hates the trade. 
Born for mankind, they by his labour live ; 
Their property is his prerogative. 
His ſword deſtroys leſs than his mercy faves ; 
And none, except his paſſions, are his ſlaves. 
H 4 
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148 PO EMS UPON 
Such, Britons, is the prince that yon poſſeſs, 
In council greateſt, and in camps no leſs : 
Brave, but not cruel; wiſe without deceit ; 
Born for an age curs'd with a Bajazet. 
But you, ditdaining to be too ſecure, 
Aſk his protection, and yet grudge his pow'r. 
With you a monarch's right is in difpute ; 
Who give ſupplies are anly obſalute. 
\ Britons, for ſhame ! your factious feuds decline; 
Joo long you've labour'd for the Bourbon line: 
Aſſſert loſt rights; an Auſtrian prince alone 
Is born to nod upon a Spaniſh throne. 
A cauſe no leſs cou'd on great Eugene call; 
Steep Alpine recks require an Hannibal: | 
He {hows you your loſt honour to retrieve, | P 
Our troops will fight, when once the ſenate give. 
Quit your cabals and factions, and in ſpite 4 
Of Whig and Tory, in this cauſe unite. 
One vote will then ſend Anjou back to France; 
There let the meteor end his airy dance: : 
Elſe tothe Mantuan foil he way repair; 5 
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E'en abdicated gods were Latium's care: 


At worſt, he'll find ſome Corniſh borough here. 


FEY COTWTTS Dy To 


ProLoGvUE to the .Muſic-meeting i in York- 
buildings. 


HERE anc more pow'rful beauties reign, 
Who can ſupport the pleaſure and the pain? 
Here their ſoft magic thoſe two ſirens try; 
And if we liſten, or but look, we die. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS, u 


Why ſhould we then the wond'rous tales admire, 
Of Orpheus numbers, or Amphion's lyre ? 
Behold this ſcene of beauty, and confeſs 

The wonder greater, and the fiction leſs. 

Like human victims here we are decreed - 

To worſhip thoſe bright altars where we bleed : 
Who braves his fate in fields muſt tremble here; 
Triamphant love more vaſlals makes than fear. 
No faction homage to the fair denies; « 
The right divine's apparent in their eyes. 

That empire's fix'd that's founded in deſire: 
Thoſe fires the veſtals guard can ne'er expire. 


83 


paolo to the Corniſh * a Comedy. 


H O dares not plot in this good natur d age? 
Each place is privileg'd, except the ſtage: 
There the dread ,phalanx of reformers come, 
Sworn foes to wit, as Carthage was to Rome; 
Their ears ſo ſanRtify'd, no ſcenes can pleaſe, 
But heavy hymns, or penſive homilies : 
Truths, plainly told, their tender nature wound; 
Young rakes mult, like old patriarchs, expound :; 
The painted punk the proſelyte muſt play; 
And bawds, like fille-deyotes, procure and pray. 
How nature is inverted! ſoon you'll ſee | 
Senates unanimous, and ſects agree ; | : 
Jews at extortion rail, and monks at myſtery, 
Let characters be repreſented true; 
An airy ſinner makes an aukward prue. 
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With force and fitting freedom. vice arraign ;. 

Though pulpits flatter, let the ſtage ſpeak plain. 

If Verres gripes the poor, or Naenius write; 

Call that the robber, this the paraſite. 

Ne'er aim to make an eagle of an owl; 

Cinna's a ſtateſman, Sydrophil a tool. 

Our cenſurers with want of ſenſe diſpenſe; - 

But tremble at the hideous ſin of ſenſe. 


Who wou'd not ſuch hard fate as ours bemoan ? 
Indicted for ſome wit, and damn'd for none. 


But if, to-day, ſome ſcandal ſhou'd appear, 


Let thoſe preciſe Tartuffs bind o'er Moliere. 
Poet and Papiſt too they'll ſurely maul; 
There's no indulgencies at Hicks's-hall. 

Gold only can their pious ſpite allay ;- 

'They call none criminals that can but pay : 
The heedleſs ſhrines with victims they invoke: 
They take the fat, and give the gods the ſmcke. 


ProLoGuE ſpoken. at the opening of the 


Quezn's TheaTRE in the Haymarket. 


Ob was our builder's art, that, ſoon as nam'd, 
This fabric, like the infant-world, was fram'd. 
The architect muſt on dull order wait; 

But tis the poet only can create. 

None elſe, at pleaſure, can duration give; 

When marble fails, the Muſe's ſtructures live. 

The Cyprian fane is now no longer ſeen, 

Though ſacred to the name of Love's fair queen: 
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fy'n Athens ſcarce in pompous ruin ſtands, 
Though finiſh'd by the learn'd Minerva's hands. 
More ſure preſages from theſe walls we find, 
By * beauty founded, and by wit deſign'd. 

In the good age of ghoſtly ignorance, 
How did cathedrals riſe and zeal advance ? 
The merry monks ſaid oriſons at caſe ; 
Large were their meals, and light their penances :. 
Pardon for ſins was purchas'd with eſtates ; 
And none but rogues in rags dy'd reprobates. 
But now that pious pageantry's no more; 
And ſtages thrive, as churches did before : 

Your own magnificence you here ſurvey ; 
Majeſtic columns ſtand where dunghills lay; 
And carrs triumphal riſe from carts of hay. 
Swains here are taught to hope, and nymphs to fear; 
And big Almanzors fight mock Blenheims here : 
Deſcending goddeſſes adorn our ſcenes, 
And quit their. bright abodes for gilt machines. 
Shon'd Jove, for this fair circle, leave his throne, 
He'd meet a lightning fiercer than his own: Ti 
Though to the ſun his tow'ring cagles riſe, 5 oF 
They ſcarce cou'd bear the luſtre of theſe eyes. my : 


My Lady Sunderland was pleaſed to lay the firſt. 
ſtone, | | | 
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Ee1L0Guz to the Tragedy of Caro. 


WF HAT aud Gum things we women do 
Who wou'd not liſten when young lovers woo ?! 

What! die a maid, yet have the choice of two! 

Ladies are often cruel to their coſt: 

To give you pain themſelves they puniſh moſt, 

Vows of virginity ſhou'd well be weigh'd; 

Too oft they're cancelVd, though in convents made. 

Wou'd you revenge ſuch raſh reſolves—you may 

Be ſpiteful and believe the thing we ſay; 

We hate you, when you're eaſily ſaid nay. 

How needleſs, if you knew us, were your fears! 

Let love have eyes, and beauty will have ears: 


5 


Our hearts are form'd as you yourſelves would chuſe; 


"Too proud to aſk, too humble to refuſe: 

We give to merit, and to wealth we ſell; 

He ſighs with moſt ſucceſs that ſettles well. 
'The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix; 
Tis beſt repenting in a coach and fix. 

Blame not our conduct, ſinee we but purſue 
Thoſe lively leſſons we have learn'd from you: 
Your breaſts no more the fire of beauty warms; 
But wicked wealth uſurps the pow'r of charms. 
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate; 
To ſwell in ſhow, and be a wretch in ſtate! 
At plays you ogle; at the ring you bow: 
Ev'n churches are no ſanctuaries now: 

There golden idols all your vows receive; 
She is no goddeſs who has novght to give. 
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Oh may once more the happy age appear, 

When words were artleſs, and the thoughts ſincere; 
When gold and grandeur were unenvy'd things, 
And courts leſs coveted than groves and ſprings. 
Love then ſhall only mourn when truth complainsg, | 
And conſtancy feel tranſport in its chains: 

Sighs with ſueceſs their own ſoft anguiſh tell; 

And eyes ſhall utter what the lips conceal : 

Virtue again to its bright ſtation climb, 

And beauty fear no enemy but time: 

The fair ſhall liſten to deſert alone; 

And every Lucia find a Cato's fon, 


Ti o Mr Gay, on his Por us. 


WX N Fame did o'er the ſpacious plain 
The lays ſhe once had learn'd repeat; 

All liſten'd to the tuneful ſtrains, 

And wonder'd who could ſing ſo ſweet. 
Twas thus. The Graces held the lyre, 

Th' harmonious frame the Mules ſtrung ; 
The Loves and Smiles compos'd the choir ; 

And Gay tranſerib'd what Phoebus ſung. 
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To the Merry PotTasTER at Sadlers-Hall 
in Cheapſide. 


TNwieldy pedant, let thy aukward Muſe 
With cenſures praiſe, with flatteries abuſe, 

To laſh, and not be felt, in thee's un art; 
Thou ne'er had'ſt any but thy ſchool-boys ſmart. 

Then be advis'd,-and ſeribble not again 
Thou'rt faſhion'd for a flail, and not a pen. 
If B----I's immortal wit thou would'ſt deſery, 
Pretend tis he that writ thy poetry. 
Thy feeble ſatire ne er can do him wrong: 
Thy poems and thy patients live not long. 


N r . . RY I 


= 


OVID's METAMORPHOSES, 


B O O K XIV. 


The Transformation of Scyrr 4. 


OW Glaucus, with a lover's haſte, bounds o'er 
The ſwelling waves, and ſeeks the Latian ſhore. 

Meſſena, Rhegium and the barren coaſt 
Of flaming Etna, to his ſight are loſt: 
At length he gains the 'Tyrrhene ſeas, and views 
The hills, where baleful philters Circe brews; 
Monſters in various forms around her preſs; 
As thus the god ſalutes the ſorcereſs. 

O Circe, be indulgent to my grief, 
And give a love- ſick ny relief. 
Too well the mighty pow'r of plants I know, 
To thoſe my figure and new fate I owe. 
Againſt Meſſena, on th' Auſonian coaſt, 
I Scylla view'd, .and from that hour was loſt, 
In tend're{t ſounds I ſu'd ; but till the fair 
Was deaf to vows, and pityleſs to pray'r. 
If numbers can avail, exert their pow'r; 
Or energy of plants, if plants have more. 
I aſk no cure; let but the virgin pine 
With dying pangs, or agonies like mine. 

No longer Circe could her flame diſguiſe; 
But to the ſuppliant god-marine replies: 


236 METAMORPHOSES. 


When maids are coy, have manlier-aims in view; 
Leave thoſe that fly, but thoſe that like, purſue. 
If love can be by kind compliance won ; 


See, at your feet, the daughter of the Sun. 
Sooner, ſaid Glaucus, ſhall the aſh remove 


From mountains, and the ſwelling ſurges love: ; 

Or humble ſea-weed to the hills repair; 

Ere | think any but my Scylla fair. 

Straight Circe reddens with a guilty ſhame, 

And vous revenge for. her rejected flame, 

Fierce liking oft a ſpite as fierce creates; 

For love refus d, without averſion, hates. 

To hurt her hapleſs rival ſhe proceeds; 

And, by the fall of Scylla, Glaucus bleeds. 
Some faſcinating bev*'rage now ſhe brews, 

Compos'd of deadly drags, and baneful juice, 

At Rhegium the arrives; the ocean braves, 

And treads with unwet-feet the boiling waves. 

Upon the beech a winding bay there lies, 

Shelter'd from ſeas, and ſhaded from the ſkies: 

This ſtation Seylla choſe; a ſoft retreat 

From chilling winds, and raging Cancer's heat. 

The vengeful ſore'reſs viſits this receſs ; 

Her charm infuſes, and inſects the place. 

Soon as the nymph wades in, her nether parts 

Turn into dogs; then at herſelf the ſtarts. 

A ghaſtly horror in her eyes appetrs ; 

But yet ſhe knows not, who it is the fears : 

In vain ſhe offers from herſelf to ran, 3 

And drags about her what ſhe ſtrives to ſhun. 
Oppreſs'd with grief the pitying god appears, 

And ſwells the rifing ſurges with his tears ; 
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From the diſtreſſed ſorcereſs he flies; 

Her art reviles, and her addreſs denies :; 
Whilſt hapleſs Scylla, chang'd to rocks, decrees 
Deſtruction to thoſe barks that beat the ſeas. - 


The Voyage of Axe4s continued. 


Here bulg'd the pride of fam'd Ulyſſes' fleet, 
But good Æneas *ſcap'd the fate he met. 
As to the Latian ſhore the Trojan ſtood, 
And cut with well-tim'd oars the foaming flood: 
He weather'd fell Charybdis: But ere-long 
The ſkies were darken'd, and the tempelt ſtrong, 
Then to the Libyan coſt he ſtretches o'er, 
And makes at lengh the Carthaginian ſhore. 
Here Dido, with an hoſpitable care, 
Into her heart receives the wanderer. 
From her kind arms th' ungrateful heroe flies; | 
The injur'd queen looks on with dying eyes, | 
Then to her folly falls a ſacrifice. | 5 

Aneas now ſets ſail, and plying gains 
Fair Eryx, where his friend Aceſtes reigns : 
Firſt to his ſire does fan'ral rites decree, 
Then gives the ſignal next, and ſtands to ſea; 
Out-runs the iſlands where volcano's roar ; 
Gets clear of Sirens and their faithleſs ſhore : 
But loſes Palinurus in the way; 
Then makes Inarime, and Prochyta, 
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The transformation of Cancortansi into 
Apes. 


The gallies now by Pythecuſa paſs ; . 
The name is from the natives of the place. | 
The father of the gods deteſting lies, 

Oft, with abhorence, heard their perjuries. 

Th' abandon'd race, transform'd to beaſts, began 

To mimic the impertinence of man. 

Flat-nos'd, and furrow'd, with grimace they grin; 
And look, to what they were, too near kin : 

Merry in make, and buſy to no end; 

This moment they divert, the next offend : 

So much their ſpecies of their paſt retains; 

Thoꝰ loſt the language, yet the noiſe remains. 


ANntas deſcends to Hell. 


Now, on his right, he leaves Parthenope, 
His left Miſenus jutting in the ſea : 
Arrives at Cuma, and with awe ſurvey'd 
The grotto of the venerable maid : | 
Begs leave thro' black Avernus to retire 3 
And view the much-lov'd manes of his ſire. 
Straight the devining virgin rais'd her eyes: 
And, foaming with a holy rage, replies: 
O thou, whoſe worth thy wond'rous works proclaim 
The flames, thy piety; the world, thy fame 
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Tho' great be thy requeſt, yet ſhalt thou ſee 
Th' Elyſian fields, th' infernal monarchy, 
"Thy parent's ſhade: This arm thy ſteps ſhall guide: 
To ſuppliant virtue nothing is deny'd, | 
She ſpoke, and pointing to the golden bough, 
Which in th Avernian grove refulgent grew, 
Seize that, ſhe bids; he liſtens to the maid ; 
Then views the mournful manſions of the dead; 
'The ſhade of great Anchiſes, and the place 
By Fates determin'd to the 'I'rojan race. 

As back to upper light the hero came, 
He thus ſalutes the viſionary dame 

O, Whether ſome propitious deity, 
Or lov'd by thoſe bright rulers of the (ky ! 
With grateful incenſe I ſhall ſtile you one, 
And deem no godhead greater, than your own. 
*T was you reſtor'd me from the realms of night, 
And gave me to behold the fields of light : 
To feel the breezes of cogenial air; | 
And nature's bleſt bene volence to (hare. 


The ſtory of the S1»yr., 


lam no deity, reply'd the dame, 

But mortal, and religious rites diſclaim, 
Yet had avoided Death's tyrannic ſway, 
Had I conſented to the god of day. 
With promiſes he ſought my love, and (aid, 
Have all you wiſh, my fair Cumacan maid, 
I paus'd then pointing to a heap of ſand, 


Tor ev'ry grain, to live a year, demand, 
13 
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 METAMORPHOSRES, 


But ah! unmindful of th' effect of time, 
Forgot to covenant for youth, and prime. 
The (milling bloom, I boaſted" once, is gone, 
And feeble age with lagging limbs creeps on. 
Sev'n cent'ries have 1 ved: three more fulfill 
The period of the years to finiſh (MII, 
Who'll think, that Phoebus, dreſt In youth divine, 
Had once believ'd his luſtre leſs than mine? 
This wither'd frame (fv fates have wild) hall waſte 
To nothing, but prophetic words, at luſt, 
The Sibyl mounting now from nether kes, 
And the fam'd Ilian prince, at Cuma riſe. 
He (ail'd, and near the place to anchor came, 
Since call'd Cajeta from his nurfe's name. 
Here did the Wekleſs Mucarevs, a friend 
To wife Ulyſſes, his long labours end. 
Here, wandring, Achaemenides he meets, 
And ſudden, thus his late aſfoelate, greets 1 
h Whenee came you here, O friend, and whither 
All gave you loſt on far Cyclopian ground i bound! 
A Greck's at laſt aboard a T'rojun found, 5 


The Adventures of ACHARMENIDES, 


Thus Achaemenldes—-— With thanks 1 name 

Aneas, and his plety proclalm. 

I 'ſcap'd the Cyclops'thro' the hero's aid, 

Flie in his maw my mangled limbs had latd, 

Then firſt your navy under fail he ſound, 

He rav'd, till Aena tabour'd with the ſound: 
Raging he ſtalk'd along the mountains ſide 

And vented clouds of breath at ev'ry ſtride, 
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His ſtaff a mountain aſhy and in the clouds 
Oft, as he walks, his grifly front he ſhrouds, 
Eyeleſs he grop'd about with vengeful haſte, 
And juſtled promontories, as he paſy'd, 
"Then heav'd a rock's high ſummit to the main, 
And bellow'd, like ſome burſting hurricane, 
Oh! cowd 1 felze Ulyfies in his fight, 
How unlamented were my loſs of light 
Theſe jaws ſhou'd plece-meal tear each panting vein, 
Grind ev'ry crackling bone, and pound his brain. 
As thus he ray'd, my joints with hotror ſhook z 
The tide of blood my chilling heart forfook, 
I ſaw him once diſgorge huge morſels, raw, 
Of wretches undigeſted in his maw, 
From the pale breathleſs trunks whole limbs he tore, 
His beard all clotted with o'erflowing gore. 
My anxious hours | paſy'] In caves; my food 
Was foreſt«fruits and wildings of the wood, 
At length a fail 1 wafted, and aboard 
My fortune found an hoſpitable lord, 
Now, in return, your own adventures tell, 
And what, ſince firſt you put to ſen, befel. 


The Adventures of Macaktvs. 


Then Nareareus There reign'd a prince of fame 


O'er 'Tuſcan ſens, and Folus his name. 
A largeſs to Ulyſſes he conlign'd, 
And in a ſteer's tough hide enclos'd a wind. 
Nine days before the ſwelling gale we ran ; 
The tenth, to make the meeting land began : 
13 
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When now the merry mariners, to find 
Imagin'd wealth within, the bag unbind. 
Forth with out-ruſh'd a guſt, which back wards bore 
Our gallies to the Laeſtrigonian ſhore, 
Whoſe crown, Antiphates the tyrant wore. - 
Some few commiſſion'd were with ſpeed to treat; 
We to his court repair, his guards we meet. 
Two, friendly flight preſerv'd; the third was doom'd 
To be by thoſe curs'd eanibals conſum'd, 
Inhumanly our hapleſs friends they treat; 
Our men they murder, and deſtroy our fleet. 
In time the wiſe Ulyſlcs bore away, | 
And drop'd his anchor in yon faithleſs bay. 
The thoughts of perils paſt we ſtill retain, 
And fear to land, till lots appoints the men. 
Polites true, Elpenor giv'n to wine, 
Eurylochus, myſelt, the lots aſſign. 
Deſign'd for dangers, and reſolv'd to dare, 
To Circe's fatal palace we repair. 


The Inchantments of Circe. 


Be ſore the ſpacious front, a herd we find 
Of beaſts, the fierceſt of the ſavage kind. 
Our trembling ſteps with blandiſhments they meet, 
And fawn, unlike their ſpecies, at aur feet. 
Within, upon a ſumptuovs throne of ſtate, 
On golden columns rais'd, th' enchantreſs fate. 


Rich was her robc, and amiable her mein, 
Her aſpect awful, and ſhe look'd a queen. 
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Her maids nor mind the loom, nor houſhold care, 
Nor wage in needle-work a Scythian war. 7 
But cull in caniſters diſaſtrous flow'rs, WT. | 
And plants from haunted heaths, and fairy bow'rs, 5 
With brazen ſickles reap'd at planetary hours. 
Each doſe the goddeſs weighs with watchful eye; 
So nice her art in impious pharmacy ! , 
Entering ſhe greets us with a gracious look, 
And-airs that future amity beſpoke. 
Her ready nymphs ſerv'd up a rich repaſt ; 
The bowl ſhe daſhes firſt, then gives to taſte, 
Quick, to our own uudoiag, we comply; 
Her pow'r we prove, and ſhew the ſorcery, 

Soon, in a length of face our head extends; 
Our chin ſtift briſtles bears, and forward bends. 
A breadth of braun new burniſhes our neck ; 
Anon we grunt, as we begin to ſpeak, 
Alone Eurylochus refus'd to taſte, 
Nor to a beaſt obſcene the man debas'd. 
Hither Ulyſles haſtes (fo fates command) 
And bears the pow'rſul moly in his hand; 
Unſheaths his ſcimetar, aſſaults the dame, 
- Preſerves his ſpecies, and remains the ſame, 
The nuptial right this outrage ſtraight attends ; 
The dow'r deſir'd is his transfigur d friends. 
The incantion back ward the repeats, 
Inverts her rod, and what the did, defeats. 

And now our ſkin grows fmooth, our ſhape upright : 
Our arms ſtretch up, our cloven fect unite. 
With tears our weeping gen'ral we embrace; 
Hang on his neck, and melt upon his face, 
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Twelre filver moons in Circe's court we ſtay, 
Whilſt chere they waſte th' unwilling hours _ 
"Twas here 1 ſpy'd a youth in Parian ſtone 3 
head a pecker bore z the cvuſe unknown - 
o paſſengers. A nymph of Circe's trala 
| The myſt'ry. thus attempted to explain. 


The Story of Prevs and Canznxs. 


Picus, who once th' Auſonian ſceptre held, 
Could rein the ſteed, and fit him for the field. 
So like he was to what you ſee, that (till 
We doubt if real, or the ſculptor's ſkill, 

The graces 4a the finiſh'd: piece, you find, 

Are but the copy of his fairer mind. 

Four luſtres ſcarce the royal youth could name, 
Till ev'ry love-ſick nymph confeſs'd a flame. 
Oft for his love the mountain dryads ſu'd, 
And ev'ry ſilver ſiſter of the flood; 
Thoſe of Numicus, Albula, and thoſe 
Where Almo ereeps, and haſty, Nar o'erflows : 
Where ſedgy Anio glides thro? ſmiling meads, 
Where ſhady Farfar ruſtles in the reeds : 

And thoſe. that love the lakes, and homage owe 
To the chaſte goddeſs of the ſilver bow. | 

In vain cach oymph her brighteſt charms: put on, 
His heart no ſov'reign wou'd obey but one. 
She whom Venilia, on mount Palatine, 
To Janus bore, the faireſt of her line. 
Nor did her face alone her charms confeſs, 
Fler voice was raviſhing, and pleas'd no leſs, 
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Whene'er he ſung, ſo melting were her 2 

The flocks unfed ſeem'd liſt'ning on the plalns; 
The rivers wou'd ſtand Gill, the cedars bend; 

And birds neglect their pinions to extend; 

The ſavage kind in foreſt-wilds grow tame; 
And Canens, from her heav'nly voice, her name, 
Hymen had now in ſome ill-fated hour 

Their hands united, as their hearts before. 

Whilit their ſoft moments in delights they waſte, 
And each new day was dearer than the paſt ; | 
Picus would ſometimes o'er the foreſts rove, 

And mingle ſports with intervals of love. 4H 
It chanc'd, as once the foamiag boar he chac'd, += 
His jewels ſparkling, on his Tyrian velt, 
Laſcivious Circe well the youth ſurvey'd, 
As ſimpling on the flow'ry hills ſhe ſtray'd. 

Her wiſhing eyes their ſilent meſſage tell, 

And from her lap the verdant miſchief fell, 

As ſhe attempts at words, his courſer ſprings. 
'O'er hills, and lawns, and ev'n a wiſh outwings. 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape me ſo, pronounc'd the dame, 
If plants have pow'r, and ſpells be not a name. 
She ſaid----and forthwith form'd a boar of air, | 
That ſought the covert with diſſembled fear. 
| Swift to the thicket Picus wings his way 
On foot, to chaſe the viſionary prey. 

Now ſhe invokes the daughters of the night, 

Does noxious juices ſmear, and charms recite; 
Such as can veil the moon's more feeble fire, 
Or ſhade the golden luſtre of her fire, 

In filthy fogs ſhe hides the chearful noon ; 
The at diſtance, and the youth alone. 
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Buy thoſe fair eyes, ſhe cries, and ev'ry grace 
That finiſh all the wonders of your face, 
Oh! I conjure thee, hear a queen complain; - 
Nor let the ſun's ſoft lineage ſue in vain, 

. Whoe'er thou art, reply'd the king, forbear, 
None can my paſſion with my Canens ſhare, 
She firſt my ev'ry tender wiſh poſſeſt, | 
And found the ſoft approaches to my breaſt. 
In nuptials bleſt, each looſe deſire we ſhun, 
Nor time.can end, what innocence begun, 

Think not, ſhe cry'd, to fanter out a life 
Of form, with that domeſtic drudge a wife ; 
My juſt revenge, dull fool, ere long ſhall ſhow * 
What ills we women, if refus'd, can do: 5 
Think me a woman, and a lover too. 

From dear ſucceſsful fpite we hope for eaſe, 
Nor fail to puniſh, where we fail to pleaſe. 

Now twice to caſt ſhe turns, as oft to weſt ; 

Thrice waves her wand, as oft a charm expreſt. 

On the loſt youth her magic pow'r ſhe tries ; 

Aloft he ſprings, and wonders how he flies. 

On painted-plumes the woods he ſeeks, and (till 

The monarch oak he pierces with his bill. 

Thus chang'd, no more o'er Latian lands he reigns; 
Of Picus nothing but the name remains. | 

The winds from drifting damps now purge the air, 
The miſts ſubſide, the ſettling ſkies are fair: 

The court their ſovereign ſeek 'with arms in hand, 
They threaten Circe, and their lord demand. 

Quick ſhe invokes the ſpirits of the air, ä ; 
And twilight elves, that on dun wings repair | 
To charnels, and th' unhallow'd ſepulcher. 
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Now, ſtrange to tell, the plants ſweat drops of blood, 
The trees are toſsd from foreſts where they ſtood ; 
Blue ſerpents o'er the tainted herbage ſlide, 

Pale glaring ſpectres on the aether ride; 

Dogs howl, earth yawns, rent rocks forlike their beds, 
And from their quarries heave their ſtubborn heads. 


She ſees, and ſudden ev'ry limb ſhe ſmears; 
Then each of ſavage beaſts the figure bears, 
'The ſun did now.to weltern waves retire, 
In tides to temper his bright world of fire. 
Canens laments her royal huſband's ſtay ; 
111 ſuits fond love with abſence, or delay M 
Where ſhe commauds, her ready people run; 
She wills, retracts; bids, and forbids anon. 
Reſtleſs in mind, and dying with deſpair, | Z 
Her breaſts ſhe beats, and tears her flowing bair. 
Six days and nights ſhe wanders on, as chance 
Pirects, without or flcep, or ſuſtenance. 
Tiber at laſt beholds the weepivg fair; 
Heyfeebl limbs no more the mour ner bear; 
| Stretch'd on his banks, ſhe to the flood complains, 
And faintly tunes her voice to dying ſtrains, 
The ſick' ning ſwan thus hangs her ſilxer wings, 
And, as ſhe droops, her clegy lhe ſings. 
Ere-long ſad Canens waſtes to air; whilſt fame 
The place till honours with her hapleſs name. 
Here did the tender tale of Picus ceaſe, 
Above belicf the wonder I confeſs. 
Again we ſail, but more diſaſters meet, 
Foretold by Circe, to our fuff ring fleet. 


The ſad ſpectators, ſtiffen'd with their fears, : | 
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Myſelf unable further woes to bear, 
Declin'd 0 | ny and am refug'd here. 


Enxas arrives in ITauy. 


Had good Zneas rais'd a flun'ral flame, 
In honour of his hoary nurſe's name. 
Her epitaph he fix*d; and ſetting fail, 
Cajeta left, and ᷑atch'd at ev'ry gale. | 

He ſteer'd at diſtance from the faithleſs ſhore 
Where the falſe goddeſs reigns with fatal pow'r; 
And ſought thoſe grateful groves, that ſhade the plain 2 


Thus Macarevs=<Now with a Abita aim ? 


Where Tiber rolls majeſtic to the main, 


And fattens, as he runs, the fair champaign. 
His kindred gods the hero's wiſhes crown 2 | 


With fair Lavinia, and Latinus throne : 


But not without a war the prize he won. 


Drawn up in bright array the battle ſtands : 
Turnus with arms his promis'd wife demands. 
Hetrurians, Latians, equal fortune ſhare ; 

And doubtful long appears the face of war. 

Both pow'rs from neighb'ring princes ſeek ſupplies, 
And embaſſies appoint for new allics. 

Encas, for relief, Evander moves; 

His quarrel he aſſerts, his cauſe approves. 

The bold Rutilians with an equal ſpeed, 


Sage Venelus diſpatch to Diomede. 


The king, late griefs revolving in his mind 
Theſe reaſons for neutrality aſſign d. 


* 
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Shall I, of one poor dotal town poſſeſt, 
My people thin, my wretched country waſte ; 
An exil'd prince, and on a ſhaking throne ; 
Or riſk my patron s fubjects, or my own ? 
You'll grieve the harſhnefs of our hap to heavy :; 
Nor can | tell the tale without a tear. 


— 


The Adventures of Diomtpts. 


After fam'd Illium was by Argives won, 
And flames had finiſh'd what the fword begun; 
Pallas, incens'd, purſu'd us to the main, 

In vengeance of her violated fane. 

Alone Oileus forc'd the Trojan maid, 

Yet all were puniſh'd for the brutal deed. 

A (torm begins, the raging waves run high, 
The clouds look heavy, and benight the ſky ; 
Red ſhects of light'ning o'er the ſeas are ſpread, 
Our tackling yields, and wrecks at lait jueceed. 
*T'is tedious our diſaſtrous ſtate to tell; 

Rv'n Priam wou'd have pity'd what befel. 

Yet Pallas ſav'd me from the ſwallowing main; 
At home new wrongs to meet, as fates ordain. 
Chac'd from-my country, I once more repeat 
All ſuff' ring ſeas covld give, or war compleat. 
For Venus, mindful of her wound, decreed 
Still new calamities ſhould paſt ſucceed. 
Agmon, impatient through ſucceflive ills, 
With fury love's bright goddeſs thus reviles:— 
Theſe plagues in ſpite to Diomede are ſent; 
The crime is his, but ours the puniſhment. 
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Let each, my friends, her puny ſpleen deſpiſe, 
And dare that haughty harlot of the ſkies. 
The reſt of Agmon's inſolence complain, 
And of irreverence the wretch arraign. 
About to anſwer, his blaſpheming throat 
Contracts, and ſhrieks in ſome diſdainful note. 
To his new ſkin a fleece of feather clings, 
Hides his late arms, and lengthens into wings. 
The lower features of his face extend, 
Warp into horn, and in a beak deſcend. 
Some more experience Agmon's deſtiny, 
And, wheeling in the air, like ſwans they fly. 
Theſe thin remains to Daunus“ realms I bring; 
And here I reign a poor precarious king. 


The Trancformation of Arrurus. 
Thus Diomedes. Venulus withdraws; 

Unſped the ſervice of the common cauſe. 

Puteoli he paſſes, and ſurvey d 

A cave long honour'd for its awful ſhade : 

Here trembling reeds exclude the piercing ray; 

| Here ſtreams in gentle falls thro' windings ſtray, 

And with a paſſing breath cool zephyrs play. 
The goat-herd god frequents the ſilent place, 

As once the wood-nymphs of the ſylvan race: 

Till Appulus, with a diſhoneſt air 

And groſs behaviour, baniſh'd thence the fair. 


The bold buffoon, whene'er they tread the green, 


Their motion mimics, but with jeſt obſcene: 
Looſe language oft he utters; but ere long 
A bark in filmy net-work binds his tongue. 
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Thus chang'd, a baſe wild olive he remains: 
The 3 the. cn of the clowu retains. 


* 


The Tai Snies tünertned to Sea- 
nymphs. 


Mean while the Latians all their pow'r prepare, 
Gainſt Fortune and the foe, to puſh the war. 
With Phrygian blood the floating fields they ſtain; 
But, ſhort of ſuccours, ſtill contend in vain : 
Turnus remarks the Trojan fleet ill-mann'd, 
Unguarded, and at anchor near the ſtrand : | 
He thought; and ſtraight a lighted brand he bore; 
And fire invade3 what ſcap'd the waves before. 
The billows from the kindling prow retire; 

Pitch, roſin, ſearwood on red wings aſpire; 
And Vulcan on the ſeas exerts his attribute of fire, 

This when'the mother of the gods beheld, 

Her tow'ry crown ſhe ſhook, and ſtood reveal'd; 
Her brindl'd lions rein'd, unveil'd her head, 
And, hov'ring o'er her favour'd fleet, ſhe ſaid: 

Ceaſe Turnus, and the heav'nly pow'rs ts 

Nor dare to violate what I protect. 

Theſe gallies once fair trees on Ida ſtood, 

And gave their ſhade to each deſcending god: 

Nor ſhall conſume; irrevocable Fate 

Allots their being no determin'd date. 

Strait peals of thunder heav*n's high arches rend; 
| The hail-ſtones leap, the ſhow'rs in ſpouts deſcend : 
The winds with widen'd throats the ſignal give; 
The cables break, the ſmoaky veſſels drive. 
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Now, wond'rous, as they beat the foaming flood, 
The timber ſoftens into fleſh and blood; 

The yards and oars new arms and legs deſign 7 
A trunk the hull; the ſlender keel a ſpiae: 
The prow a female face; and, by degrees, 


The gallies riſe green daughters of the ſeas. 


Sometimes on coral beds they fit in ſtate; 
Or wanton on the waves they fear d of late. | 
The barks that beat the ſeas axe ſtill their care 3. 


| Thetnſelves rememb'ring what of late they were. 


To ſave a Trojan fail in throngs they preſs; 

But ſmile to ſee Alcinqus in diſtreſs. 
Unable were thoſe wonders to deter, 

'The Latians from their unſucceſsful war : 


Both ſides for doubtful victory contend; <Y 


And on their courage and their gods depend. 
Nor bright Lavinia, nor Latinus' crown, 


Warm their great ſouls to war like fair renown · 5 


Venus at laſt beholds her godlike ſon 
Triumphant, and the field. of battle won; 
Brave Turnus flain, ſtrong Ardea but a name, 
And bury'd 1 in fierce deluges of flame. $5 
Her tow'rs, that boaſted once a ſovereign foay, 
The fate of fancy'd grandeur now: betray. - 

A famiſh'd heron from the. aſhes ſprings,” 
And beats the ruin with difaſt'rous wings: 
Calamities of towns diſtreſs d ſhe fcigns, 


And oft, with woeful ſhricks, of war complaius. 
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The Deigestion of Kara, 


Woe had Kneas, ad by Fate, 
Surviy'd the period of Saturniz's hate; 
And by a ſure irrevocable doom, Ge 
Fix'd the immortal majeſty of Rome. 
Fit for the ſtation of his kindred ſtars, 
His mother-goddefs thus her ſuit prefers. 

Almighty arbiter, whoſe pow'rful nod 5 
Shakes diſtant earth, and bows our own abode! 
To thy great progeny indulgent be, 

And rank the goddeſs-born a deity. _ | 
Already has he view'd, with mortal eyes, 
Thy brother's kingdoms of the nether ſkies. 

Forthwith a eonelave ofthe godhead 1 meets, * 
Where Juno in the ſhining ſenate ſits. 
Remorſe for paſt revenge the goddefs feels; 
Then thund'ring Jove th almighty mandate feals; 
Allots the prince of his eeleſtial line 
An apotheoſis, and rights divine. 

I be eryſtal manſions echo with applauſe, 

e And, with her graces, lode's bright queen withdraws; | 
Shoots in à blaze of light along the ſkies, 

And, borne by turtle, to Laurentum flies; 

Alights where through the reeds Numicius ſtrays, 

And to the ſeas his wat'ry tribute peys. 14 | 

The god ſhe ſupplicates to waſh away © 

The parts more groſs and ſubject to decay, 5 c 
And cleanſe the goddeſs- born from ſeminal allay. 

I) be horned flood with glad attention ſtands, 
Then bids his ſtreams obey their fire? s commands... 
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| His better parts by luſtral waves refin'd, _ 
More pure, and nearer to aethereal mind, 
With gums of fragrant ſcent the goddeſs ſtrews, 
And on his features breathes ambroſial dews. 
Thus deify'd, new honours Rome decrees, 
Shrines, feſtivals; and ſtiles him Indiges, 


The Line of the LaTian 1 f 


Aſcanius now the Latian ſeeptre ſways; 

The Alban nation Sylvius next obeys. 

Then young Latinus: Next an Alba came, 

The grace and guardian of the Alban name. 

Then Epitus; then gentle Capys reign'd; | | 
Then Capetis the regal pow'r ſuſtain'd. | ö 
Next he who periſh'd in the Tuſcan flood, 

And honour'd with his name the river- god. 

Now haughty Romulus began his reign, 

Who fell by thunder he afpir'd to ſeign. 

Meek Acrota ſucceeded to the crown; I 

From peace endeav ring, more than arms, renown, 

To Aventinus-well refign'd his throne. 5 
The mount on which he rul'd preſerves his name: 
And Procas wore the regal diadem. 


The Story of VER TUS and Pomona. 


A Hamadryad flouriſn'd in theſe days, 
Aer name Pomona, from her woodland race. 
In garden-culture none could fo excel, 
Or form the pliant ſouls of plants fo well; 
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Or to the fruit more gen'rous flavours lend; 
Or teach the trees with nobler loads to bend. 
The nymph frequented not the flatt'ring ſtream, 
Nor meads, the ſubject of a virgin's dream; 
But to ſuch joys her nurs'ry did prefer, 
Alone to tend her vegetable care. 
A pruning-hook ſhe carry'd in her hand, 
And taught the ſtragglers to obey command; 
Leſt the licentious and unthrifty bough, 
The too-indulgent parent ſhould undo. 
She ſhows, how ſtocks invite to their embrace 
A graft, and naturalize a foreign race, 
To mend the ſavage taint; and, in its ſtead, 
Adopt new nature, and a nobler breed. | 
Now hourly ſhe obſerves her growing care, 
And guards their nonage from the bleaker air : 
Then opes her ſtreaming ſluices to ſupply, 
With flowing draughts, her thriſty family, 
Long hail ſhe labour'd to continue free 
From chains of love and nuptial tyranny ; 
And, in her orchard's ſmall extentjmmur'd, 
Her vow'd virginity ſhe ſtilfecur'd. = 
Oft would looſe Pan, and all the luſtful train 
Of ſatyrs, tempt her innocence in vain. 
Silenus, that old dotard, own'd a flame; 
And he, that frights the thieves with ſtratagem 
Of ſword, and ſomething elſe too groſs to name. 
Vertumnus too purſu'd the maid no leſs ; 
But with his rivals ſhar'd a like ſucceſs. 
Too gain acceſs a thouſand ways he tries; 
Oft in the hind the lover would diſguiſe. 
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: The heedleſs lout comes ſhambling-on, and ſeems 
Juſt ſweating from the labour of his teams. 
Then, from the harveſt, oft the mimic ſwain 
Seems bending. with a load of bearded grain. 
Sometimes a dreſſer of the vine he feigns, 5 
And lawleſs tendrils to their bounds reſtrains. 7 
Sometimes his ſword. a ſoldier ſhews, his rod, 
An angler ; (till ſo various is the god. 
Now, in a forehead, cloth, ſome erone he ſeems, 
A ſtaff ſupplying the defect of limbs: 
Admittance thus he gains; admires the ſtore 
Of faireſt fruit; the fair poſſeſſor more: 
Then greets her with a kiſs ; th' unpraQtis'd dame 
Admir'd a grandame kiſs'd with ſuch a flame. 
Now, ſeated by her, he beholds a vine 
by. Around an elm in am'rous foldings twine. 
5 If that fair elm, he cry'd, alone ſhould ſtand, 5 
Q No grapes would glow. with gold, and tempt the hand: 
Or if that vine without her elm ſhould grow, 
Twould creep a poor neglected ſhrub below. 
Be then, fair nymph, by theſe examples led; 
Nor ſhun, for fancy'd fears, the nuptial bed. 
Not ſhe for whom the Lapithites took arms, 
Nor Sparta's queen, could boaſt ſuch heav'nly charms. 
And, if you would on woman's faith rely, 
None can your choice direct ſo well as I. 
Tho' old, ſo much Pomona I adore, 
Searce does the bright Vertumnus love her more. 
Tis your fair {elf alone his breaſt inſpires 
With ſofteſt wiſhes and unſoil'd deſires. 
Then fly all vulgar follawers, and prove 
The god of ſeaſons only worth y your love > 
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On my aſſurance well you may repoſe ; 
Vertumnus ſcarce Vertumnus better knows. 
True to his choice, all looſer flames he flies 
Nor for new faces fathionably dies. 

The charms of youth, and ev'ry ſmiling grace, 
Bloom in his features, and the god confets. 
Beſides, he puts on ev'ry ſhape at caſe; 

But thoſe the moſt, that beſt Pomona pleaſe. 
Still to oblige her is her loyer's aim ; 

Their likings and averſions are the ſame. 

Nor the fair fruit your burden'd branches bear, 
Nor all the youthful produ of the year, 

Could bribe his choice; yourſelf alone can prove 
A fit reward for ſo reſin'd a love. | 
Relent, fair nymph, and with a kind regret, 
"Think 'tis Vertumaus weeping at your feet. 

A tale attend, thro' Cyprus known, to prove 
How Venus once reveng'd neglected. love. 


The Story of Tens and ANAXARETE. 


Iphis, of vulgar birth, by chance had view'd 
Fair Anaxarete of 'Teucer's blood. 
Not long had he beheld the royal dame, 
Ere the bright ſparkle k ,adled into he. 
Oft did he ſtruggle with a juſt deſpair, 
Untix'd.to afk, unable to forbear. 
But love, who flatters {till his own diſeaſe, 
Hopes all things will ſucceed he knows will pleaſe. 
Where'er the fair one haunts, he hoyers there; 
And ſeeks her confident with ſighs, and pray'r; 
K 3 
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Or letters he conveys, that ſeldom prove 8 
Succeſsleſs meſſengers in ſuits of love. ? 
Nov ſhiv'ring at her gates the wretch appears; 
And myrtle garlands on the columns rears, , { 
Wet with a deluge of unbidden tears. | 
The nymph, more hard than rocks, more deaf than _ 
Derides his pray'r; inſults his agonies: x 
Arraigns of inſolence th' aſpiring ſwain ; 
And takes a cruel pleaſure in his pain. 
Reſoly'd at laſt to finiſh his deſpair, 
He thus upbraids th' incxorable fair: 
O Avaxarete, at laſt forget 
The licence of a pation indiſereet. 
Now triumph, ſince a welcome ſacrifice 
Your ſlave prepares, to offer to your eyes. 
My life, without reluctance, I reſign ; 
That preſent beſt can'pleaſe a pride like thine. 
But, O! forbear to blaſt a flame ſo bright, 
Doom'd never to expire, but with the light. ; > 
And you, great pow'rs, do juſtice to my name; 
The hours, you take from life, reſtore to fame. 
Then o'erthe poſts, once hung with wreathes, he throws 
The ready cord, and fits the fatal nooſe; ' 
For death prepares; and, bounding from above, 
At once the wretch concludes his life and love. 
Ere long the people gather, and, the dead 
Is to his mourning mother's arms convey'd. 
Firſt, like ſome ghaſtly ſtatue, ſhe appears; 
Then bathes the breathleſs corſe i in ſeas of tears, 
- And gives it to the pile; now as the throng 
Proceed in ſad ſolemnity alorg, 
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To view the paſſing pomp, the eruel fair 

Haſtes, and beholds her breathleſs lover there. 

Struck with the ſight, inanimate ſhe ſeems; 

Set are her eyes, and motionleſs her limbs: 

Her features without fire, her colour gone, 

And, like her heart, ſhe hardens into ſtone. 

In Salamis the ſtatue ſtill is ſeen, 

In the fam'd temple of the Cyprian queen. 

Warn'd by this tale, no longer then diſdain, 

O nymph belov'd, to eaſe a lover's pain. 

So may the froſts in ſpring your bloſſoms ſpare, 

And winds their rude autumnal rage forbear. 
The ſtory oft Vertumnus urg'd in vain; 

But then aſſum'd his heav'nly form again. 

Such looks, and luſtre the bricht: youth adorn, 

As when with rays glad Phoebus paints the morn. 

The ſight ſo warms the fair admiring maid, 

Like ſow ſhe melts : So ſoon can youth perſuade. 

Conſent, on eager winds, ſucceeds defire ; 

And both the lovers glow with mutual fire. 


The LaTian Line continued. 


Now Procas yielding to the fates, his ſon, + 
Mild Numitor, ſucceeded to the crown. 
But falſe Amulius, with a lawleſs pow'r, 
At length depos'd his brother. Numitor. 
Then Ilia's valiaat iflue, with the ſword, 
Her parent reinthron'd, the rightful lord. 
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The j joyous time of Pales* feaſt arrives; =o 
He gives the word to ſeize the Sabine wives. 
The ſires enrag'd take arms, by Tatius led, 
Bold to revenge their violated bed. 
A fort there was, not yet unknown to fame, 9 50 
Call'd the Tarpeian, its commander's name. 
This by the falſe Tarpeia was betray'd: 
But death well recompens'd the treach'rous maid. £ 
| The foe on this new-bought ſucceſs relies, 
And ſilent march, the city to ſurpriſe. 
Saturnia's arts with Sabine arms combine; 
But Venus countermines the vain deſiggn; 
Totreats the nymphs that o'er the ſprings preſide, 
Which near the-fane of ang Janus glide, 
To ſend their ſuecours; ev ry urn they drain, 
To ſtop the Sabines progreſs, but in vain. 
The naiads now more ſtratagems eſſay; 
And kindling fylphur to each ſource convey. 
The floods ferment, hot exhalations riſe, 
Till from the ſcalding ford the army flies. 
Soon Romulus appears in ſhining arms, 
And to the war the Roman legions warms : 
The battle rages, and the field is ſpread 
With nothing but the dying and the dead. 
Both ſides conſent to treat without delay; 
And their two chiefs at once the ſceptre ſway. 
But Tatius by Laviaian fury ſlain; 
Great Romulus-continu'd long to reign. 


| 5 Next "DF to. people Rome contrives; | : 
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Now warrior Mars his burniſh'd helm puts on, 

And thus addreſſes heay'n's imperial throne » 

Since the inferior world is now-become 

One vaſſal globe, and-colony to Rome, 

This grace, O Jove, for Romulus | claim, 

Admit him to the ſkies, from whence he came: 

Long haſt thou promis'd an aethereal ſt ate 

To Mars's lineage; and thy word is fate. 
The ſne that rules the thunder, with a nod, 

Declar'd the fiat, and diſmiſs'd the god. 
Soon as the pow'r armipotent ſurvey'd 

The flaſhing ſkies, the ſignal he obey d; 

And leaning on his lance, he mounts his car, 

His fiery courſers laſhing thro' the air. 

Mount Palatine he gains, and finds his fon, 

Good laws enacting on a peaceful throne 

The ſeales of heav'nly juſtice holding high, 

With ſteady hand, and a diſcerning eye. 

Then vaults upon his car, and to the ſpheres, 

Swift as a flying ſhaft, Rome's founder bears. 

The parts more pure, in riſing are refin'd, 

The groſs and periſhable lag behind. 

His ſhrine in purple veſtments ſtands in view; 

He looks a god, and is Quirinus now. 
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The Aſſumption of HERSIL IA. 


Ere- long the goddeſs of the nuptial bed, 
Wich pity mov'd, ſends Iris in her ſtead 
To ſad rerſilia thus the meteor maid : 

Chaſte reli! in bright truth to heav'n ally'd, 
The Sabines glory, and the ſex's-pride ; 
Honour'd on earth, and worthy. of the love 
Of ſuch a ſpouie, as now reſides above ; 
Some reſpite to thy killing griefs afford ; 

And, if thou wou'd*ſt once more behold thy lord, 
Retire to yon ſteep mount, with groves o'er-ſpread, 
Which with an awful gloom his temple ſhade. 

With fear the modeſt matron lifts her eyes, 
And to the bright ambaſſadreſs replies: 

O goddeſs, yet to mortal eyes unknown, 
But ſure thy various charms confeſs thee one: 
O quick to Romulus thy votreſs bear, 

With looks of love be'll ſmile away my care: 
In whate'er orb he ſhines, my heav'n is there. 

Then haſtes with Iris to the holy grove, 
And up the mount Quirinal as they move, 

A lambent flame glides downward thro' the air, 
And brightens with a blaze Herſilia's hair. 
Together on the bounding ray they riic, _ 
And ſhoot a gleam of light along the ſkies. 
With op'ning arms Quirinus met his bride, 
Now Ora nam'd, and preſs'd her to his ſide. 
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5 V. 


The Story of Cirrus. 


Ras when Cippus in the current vieu d | 
The ſhooting horns that on his forchead iood, 
His temples firſt he feels, and with ſurpriſe 
His touch confirms th? aſſurance of his eyes. 
Straight to the ſkies his horned front he rears, 
And to the gods directs theſe pious pray'rs. 
If this portent be profp' rous, O decree 

To Rome th' event; if otherwiſe, to me. 

An altar then of turf he haſtes to raiſe; 

Rich gums in fragrant exbalations blaze; 
The panting entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding fumes pronounce a myſtery. 
Soon as the augur ſaw the holy fire, 

And victims with preſaging ſigns expire; 

To Cippus then he turns his eyes with ſpeed, 
And views the horny honours of his head : 
Then cry'd, Hail! conqueror ! thy call obey : 
Thoſe omens I behold preſage thy ſway. 
Rome waits thy nod, unwilling to be free, 
And owns thy ſov'reign pow'r as Fate's decree, 

He ſaid---and Cippus, ſtarting at th' event, 
Spoke in theſe words his pious diſcontent, 


All wiſh'd they had not found the ſign they ſought : 


So god-like is thy tutelary care, 
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Far hence, ye gods, this execration ſend, 


And the great race of Romulus defend. 
> Better that I in exile live abhorr'd, 


Than e' er the Capitol ſhould ſtile me lord. 

This ſpoke, he hides with leaves his omen'd head, 
Then prays, the ſenate next convenes, and ſaid, 
If augurs can foreſee, a wretch is come, 
Defign'd by deftiny the bane of Rome. 
Two horns (molt ſtrange to tell) his temples crown ; 
If &er he paſs the walls and gain the town, 
Your laws are forfeit that il}-fated hour, 
And'liberty muſt yield to lawleſs pow'r. = 
Your gates he might have enter'd ; but this arm 
Seiz'd the uſurper, and withheld the harm. 
Haſte, ſind the monſter out, and let him be 
Condemn'd to all the ſenate-cau decree ; 
Or ty'd in chains, or into exile thrown; 
Or by the tyrant's death prevent your own. 

The crowd ſuch murmurs utter as they ſtand, 
As ſwelling ſurges breaking on the ſtrand : 
Or as when gath' ring gales ſweep o'er the grove, 
And their tall heads the bending cedars move. 
Each with confuſion gaz'd, and then began 


'To feel his fellow's brows, and find the man. 


Cippus then ſhakes his garland off, and cries, 
The wretch you want, I offer to your eyes. 
The anxious throng look'd down, and, ſad in thought, 


In haſte with laurel wreaths his head they bind ; 
Such honour to ſuch virtue was aſſign'd. 
Then thus the ſenate—--Hear, O Cippus, hear; 
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For thy abode thoſe acres we convey 

The plough-ſhare can ſurround, the labour of a day. 
In deathleſs records thou ſhalt ſtand inroll'd ; 

And Kome's rich poſts ſhall ſhine with horns of gold. 


That ſince in Rome thyſelf forbids thy ſtay, | 2 
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„0d be whom my diſlembled rigour grieves. 
But know what torment to my ſoul it gives; 
2B | He'd find how fondly I return his flame, | 
And want myſelf the pity he wou'd claim. 

Immortal gods! why has your doom decreed 
Two wounded kearts with equal pangs ſhou'd bleed ? 
Since that great law, which your tribunal guides, 
| Has join'd in love whom deſtiny divides; 
Repent, ye pow'rs, the i injuries you . 
Or change our natures, or reform your laws. 
Unhappy partner of my killing pain, 
Think what I feel the moment you complain. 
Each ſigh you utter wounds my tend”reſt part; 
So much my lips miſrepreſent my heart. , 
When from your eyes the falling drops diſtil, 
My vital blood in every tear you ſpill: 
And all thoſe mournful agonies I hear, 
Are but the echoes of my own deſpair. 
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An bana, of a French Author. 


AN you count the ſilver lights 
That deck the ſkies, and chear the nights: 2 

Or the leaves that ſtrow the vales, 

When groves are ſtript by winter gales : 

Or the drops that in the morn 

Hang with tranſparent pearl the thorn; 
Or bridegroom's joys, or milſer's cares, 
*Or gameſter's oaths, or herffit's pray'rs: 
Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms, 
Or Marlborough's acts, or ——- s charms? 
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